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1 
Tedd not reid the temptation of preſix- 
ng to this littie volume, as a fuiry-charm 
again ignorance and ill nature, the name 
of a Lady ſo diſtinguiſbed for beauty, taſte 
and accompliſhments; and in whiſe perſon 
nature and educaiion ſeem 10 have Cs 
tended for pre-eminence. Nor will the 
world ſuſpect me of flulery, when 1 thus 
expreſs my admiratizn of the many name= 
e graces which adorn your mind aud 
form :—they are moſt eminently conſpicuns 
to all who have the happineſs of bearins 


your converſation, freed from the reftraint 


of crowded circles, and who behsld you in 


the hour of domeſtic retirement. 


Yon, 


4.4 * * Put 1 a 71 5 * * 
You, Madam, are peculiarly mie; eſted in 
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Tour moft ; eſpe /ul, 


F{unble ſervant, 


Tue 


EDIT-QR, 


£2Yer-EDIITONR 


To TRE READER. 


LEST the reader . ſhould imagine the 


following tragic events, like thoſe of the 


common run of novels, the mere ideal pro- 
duction of an heated imagination, the editor 
thinks it his duty to undecetve him call 
the calamitous circumſtunces, fo unafeted!y 
aud myurnfully painted in this ſeries of 
5 | letters, are firictly and muſarmily ti ue — 


of 


1 
of a date recent indeed, — Nie editor doubts 


not that the venerable Earl of ** **.* * 


» 
though concealed under the fictitious title of 0 
Belmont, and the long train of heavy miſe 2 


fortunes which attended that truly ancient 


——— ＋ 


and noble houſe, are well known to many $ 
. e 4 
of his mure faſhiomable readers.—The X 


editor himſelf, from his connections with the 


Belmont family, is but too well acquainted 


with them ; he has ſympathized with the good 
old Earl in all his diftreſſes—and were ihe 


OOO 


I le a ties - . - A 


tears of ſenſibiliiy inclined to” dry up, 
graiitude would bid them flow. 
T he fimplicily of file and dition, as well 
as the ſoft touching ſenſebility diſplayed in the 
following 


112 
ſollortung pages, the editor bopes will plead 


bis excuſe, in thus agitating fo forcibly the 


public feelings, by laying before them a tale 
of woe, ſo intereſling and ſo afſecling. 


BELMONT 


— 


———— 2 
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WE 5 A f 


Faom MISS JULIANA BLANDFORD Tro 
LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 


Gro/venor-ſquare—2, o'clock, 


No, my amiable Georgiana, the diſſi- 
pation of this great metropolis has not 
Ss vcakened the ardency of my affection : 
q Lich a calm delight—with a ſoothing 
melancholy do I reflect on thoſe happy 
hours we ſpent together at Belmont- 
caſtle.—The parting ſighs of my ten- 
derly-lamenting friend, ſtill echo in my 
ears;—ſtill do I behold her beauteous 
= © _ cheeks 
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cheeks ſuffuſed in tears. Good hea- 
vens! what were my feelings on hearing 
(or rather feeling, for grief denied it ut- 
terance) thy laſt adieu! Amiable ſen- 
ſibility ! it pervades every member of 
the family. The good old Earl ſympa- 
thiſed with his beloved Georgiana— 
Lady Bridget's ſeverity relaxed into pity 
—and the tears of the venerable domeſ- 
tics beſpoke their love for their miſtreſs, 
and the tenderneſs of their minds. 


After a journey, rendered in ſome 
meaſure ſupportable, by the maternal 
aſſiduity of Lady Fillamar, and the pe- 
netrating remarks of Sir John, upon the 
country we paſled through, we arrived 
in Groſvenor- ſquare on Monday even- 
ing. The intervening time has been 
employed in the neceſſary arrangements, 
previous to our public appearance; and 
till this evening we have been at home. 
Sir John's houſe is ſpacious; the fur- 
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niture (chiefly of Lady Fillamar's le- 
lection) unites richneſs and delicacy in a 
moſt extraordinary degree. The ar- 
rangement of the whole is ſuch as the 
taſte of the poſſeſſors would promiſe; 
and the entire eftabliſhment is formed 
on a ſcale of prudent magni ficence. 


In my apartment which has been ho- 
nour ed by the peculiar attention of Lady 
F. my taſte has been moſt ſcrupulouſly 
adhered to. The ant-chamber is hung 
with a delicate lilac ſilk, fringed with 
ſilver, elegantly feſtooned; the chairs to 
match the hangings; the bed- chamber 
is hung in the lame manner, only with a 
deeper fringe ; and in an alcove is placed 
the bed, which is formed of the richeſt 
chintz, lined with a pale roſe- coloured 
ſilk, bordered with filver chenille ; oppo- 
ſite the bed is my dreſſing, room, from 
whence I command a view of the diftant 
hills and the intervening country, with 
32 .-: all 
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all its variety of ſpruce villas, humble cot- 
tages, rich woods, ſmooth lawns, lofty 
towers, and glittering ſpires. Here her 
ladyſhip's taſte and magnificence have 
chiefly dilpiayed themſelves; the hang- 
ings, which like thoſe of the other rooms 
are of a blue ground, are ornamented 
with ſilver flowers, and the chairs are alſo 
worked infilverin the richeſt taſte. The 
{urniture of the dreſſing- table is of filver 
and of the choiceſt porcelain. But, what 
my Georgiana will believe chiefly claims 
my attention, and demands my grati- 
tude, is a book-caſe ſtored with a collec- 
tion of our choiceſt Engliſh authors; 
here, when fatigued with the imperti- 
nence of the drawing room, can I retire 
and enjoy my favourite Shenſtone ; 
Charming writer! poet of nature! how 
often, my Georgiana, have we ſympa- 
thiſed with our favourite! how often, 
when ſeated in the hermitage, have we la- 
mented the cruelty of Laura! the reflec- 

tion 
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tion draws ſreſh tears from thy friend, 
and this paper will bear to thee the marks 
of her weakneſs. | 


Friday morning, 8 o'clock, 


THE agitation of my-mind, from the 
recollection of our parting ſcene and of 
our never to be ſufficiently prized delight 
at Belmont Caſtle, rendered me unfit 
laſt night to give my Georgiana a narra- 
tive of the occurrences of yeſterday, the 
firſt day we have ſeen company. 


Lady Fillamar having announced her 
arrival to her friends, we had laſt night 
a numerous party. Her Ladyſhip moſt 
particularly introduced me to her intimate 
acquaintance, and by the moſt endearing 
ſolicitude endeavoured to baniſh that ti- 
B 3 midity, 
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midity, on which the lively Lady Cecilia 
has ſo often rallied me. But, notwith- 
ſtanding her efforts, the conſciouſneſs of 
my own ſituation and the embarraſſment 
of the ruſtic, I am afraid, broke forth; 
but from the kind attention of her Lady- 
ſhip, the endeavours of ſome of her 
gueſts were employed to overcome my 
fears. Four or five card tables being 
formed, the reſt of the company, whoſe 
characters I ſhall endeavour to delineate 
compoſed a groupe, where the ordinary 
topics of dreſs, faſhion, and amuſement 
were diſcuſſed with the ſkill of connoiſſeurs. 
Except your Juliana, the only female of 
this ſet was a Miſs Langville, the only 
daughter of a Colonel Langville, who 
ſeemed to poſſeſs many of thoſe quali- 
ties which belong to her father's pro- 
feſſion. Her perſon is certainly a fine 
one, above the middle ſize, of a com- 
manding air, a countenance ſtrongly 
marked, an aquiline noſe, dark penetrat- 
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irg eyes, and her voice adapted to her 
language, bold, vehement and deciſive. 
Luckily for your Juliana, ſhe ſeemed at 
firſt ſight to conceive an attachment to 
me; or elſe her ſupercilious and awful 
brow would have encreaſed my con- 
ſuſion. 


Among the gentlemen the moſt re- 
markable were a Mr. Belville and a Ma- 
jor Welton. The former, who is the 
younger branch of an antient famlly, is 
about two years returned from the uni- 
verſity. To a good perſon he unites an ele- 
gant, though melancholy, languor of 
countenance, which beſpeaks a heart of 
the tendereſt ſuſceptibility; whilſt his 
eyes, enlightened by a peculiar fire, give 
an irreſiſtible force to his animated con- 
verſation. The patrimony of the younger 
brother of a younger branch being in- 
ſufficient for his ſupport, he has determi- 
ned on the profeſſion of the law, and 

B 4 the 
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the faint recital Iam going to give you of 
a converſation in which he bore a prin- 
Cipal part, will convince you that he poſ- 
ſeſſes the moſt perſuaſive eloquence and 
the moſt ſhining rhetoric. But, firſt, let 
me introduce Major Welton to your ac- 
quaintance ; he appears to be about forty, 
of a plain, but pleaſing countenance, 
and remarkable for ſpeaking his ſenti- 
ments with the moſt undiſguiſed free» 
dom. 


“ Sir,” ſaid Miſs Langville, addreſſ- 
ing herſelf to the Major, © have you 
read the Orphan of the Caſtle yet. I am 
toid it 1s a charming novel.” © No 


Madam,” replied the Major, nor do 


I mean it; I have no patience with thoſe 
monſtrous relations of improbable virtues, 
thoſe abſurd caricatures of modern .levi- 
ties, thoſe demi-gods in laced coats, and 
goddeſſes in fattin. If we are to have fic- 


lion, the bold falſhoods of an Eaſtern 
tale 
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tale are ſurely preferable ; the author 
there attempts not to impoſe on our cre- 
dulity, he fairly tells us that we are launch- 
ing into the ocean of chimeras, and the 
phantoms which he raiſes are but its na- 
tural productions; a noveliſt would blind- 
fold our judgment, whilſt he inflames 
cur imaginations, and would perſuade 
us that England is really peopled with 
fuch perſonages as never had any exiſ- 
tence but in his own heated brain.“ 1 
am ſorry,” Sir, ſaid Mr. Belville, © to 
differ from a perſon of Major Welton's 
acknowledged judgment; but I muſt 
ſay that our modern novels appear to 
me in a different point of view, as a moſt 
elegant and refined amuſement, and as 
a delineation, by no means too flattering, 
of thoſe virtues and accompliſhments of 
which the preſent day, and perhaps the 
preſent company, (looking with indeſcri- 


bable expreſſion at his female anditors), 
B 5 could 
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could give the brighteſt ſpecimens,” 
And, do you really think” interrupt» 
ed the Major; * that there exiſts at 
this day a Clariſſa, or that the minuteſt 
ſearch could furniſh us with a Sir Char- 
les.” *% Do JI?” exclaimed Belville, 
may I periſh, but I moſt-hrmly believe 
it, moſt firmly believe that the preſent 
age could furniſh us with innumerable 
patterns of female excellence, not inferior 
to that all- perfect character” then ſink- 
ing on one knee, with an ardor of enthu- 
ſiaſm which affrighted and aſtoniſhed me, 
he ſaid, © hear me, high heaven! tu- 
telary guardian of aſpiring virtue, hear 
the prayer of thy votary! Inſpire me 
to emulate the virtues of a Grandiſon, 
as I believe in the exalted perfection of a 
Clariſſa, and may ſuch angelic worth be 
the bright reward of my zeal in % ſer- 
vice, as I entertain the gloricus hope 
of one day meeting with a female equal 


to 
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to the heroine of the pathetic Richard- 
ſon.” 


The wild enthuſiaſm which flaſhed in 
his eyes as he ſpoke filled me with a ter- 
ror I cannot deſcribe. I trembled all o- 
ver,—and my confuſion would have been 
evident, had not Miſs Langville kindly 
aſſiſted me with her Eau de Luce. 


® JULIANA. 


| LETTER 
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LSE ES RM 


Fy OV LORD MORTI1MEMTD 
JOHN EE V.BL XN; N 


Bruſſels. 


AFTER an abſence of three years 
from my country and my friends, your 
feelings will tell you what muit be mine 
on the idea of returning. For I truſt 
you will believe that however an extend- 
ed intercourſe with the world, may have 
enlarged my views, and diminiſhed na- 
tional prejudices, it has not weakened 
my attachment to my native ſoil. No, my 
friend, my Evelyn! my heart beats with 
fervency for England's welfare; the in- 
comparable pre-eminence of her govern- 

ment 
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ment and manners, have been more ful- 
ly diſplayed by compariſon with other 
countries. The honeſt, bold ſimplicity of 
her yeomen, thoſe bulwarks of her 
ſtrength, the unpoliſhed plainneſs of her 
traders; the undaunted eloquence of her 
ſenators, and not leaſt, the unſophiſticat- 
ed charms of her fair daughters, are pe- 
culiar to herſelf; and with double luftre 
muſt they appear to him who has pene- 
tration to diſcover, and ſenſe to deſpite 
the brilliant, but deceitful, tinſel of 
French manners, and the ſtill more diſ.- 
guſting depravity of Italian morals. 
Don't, however, imagine that I have tra- 
velled with the cankering ſpleen of a 
miſanthropiſt; notwithſtanding my parti- 
ality, I have ſtill remarked and done juſ- 
tice to the ſoothing urbanity of the one 
country, and the refined taſte of the 
other ; and during my reſidence abroad, 
which you know, according to the judi- 
Cious advice of Lord Cheſterfield, has 
been 
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been chiefly in the capitals of France and 
Italy, I have met with many characters 
whoſe ſolid worth and brilliant talents 
would have been an ornament to any 
country. 


The hopes you ſo fondly entertained, 
I am afraid, will not for ſome years be 
realiſed. Tho'I deteſtalife of uſeleſs caſe, 
yet the buſtle of politics, and the viru- 
lence of party, are ill ſuited to your Mor- 
timer's diſpoſition. It is not therefore, 
my deſign to endeavour at obtaining a 
ſeat in the ſenate; when an event indeed 
which I hope may be many years diſtant, 
ſhall give me an hereditary voice in the 
ſupreme council of the nation, it will be 
my duty to devote ſome portion of my 
time to the intereſt of my country, and 
to ſupport in ſome degree the exalted cha- 
racter of my houſe. The Earls of Bel- 
mont have for ages been diſtinguiſhed 


as the aſſertors both of their ſovereign's 
and 


BELMONT CASTLE. 15 


and of the people's rights: and the pre- 
ſent age, I truſt, will not be witneſs of their 
degeneracy. My illuſtrious father has 
been careful to inſtill into me thoſe ele- 
vated principles of which his own life has 
been ſo noble an example. The princely 
fortune I ſhall inherit, the example of 
my anceſtors, the kind partiality of my 
friends, all, all will urge me on to fame. 
But ti!l the event I have mentioned ſhall 
take place, it is my deſign to ſhun the 
tumult of politics, and to devote myſelf 
to the uſe and enjoyment of my friends, 
and to the further cultivation of my 
mind. 


I am already preparing for my depar- 
ture, and in about a fortnight you may 
expect to embrace 


Your moſt devoted 
MORTIMER. 


LETTER 
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From rut Hon. CHARLES FIT Z RO 
SCUDAMORE ro LiE Ur. CoLoNEL 
NEVILLE. 


Harley-place. 


Ou! Harry, ſuch an adventure !— 
& Grace is in all her ſteps—heaven! in 
her eye” © very likely,” methinks I 
hear you exclaim, “but in whoſe ſteps ? 
„and whole are theſe heavenly eyes?“ 
Aſk not, oh! aſk not!—can there be in 


nature ſuch-another ?—no, by heaven ! 
—— * 
« When the dev6ut religion of mine eye 

6 Maintains ſuch falſehood, then turn tears to fires, 


„ AND BURN THE HERETIC.” 


Oh! 
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« Oh! ſhe is more than painting can expreſs, 
« Or youthful poets fancy, when they love. 


checks that ſhame the roſe, lips of coral- 
dye; pearls of orient for teeth; her neck 
a pillar of alabaſter ; her cheſnut treſſes 
floating in wanton profuſion to the gale ; 
her eyes, oh! Harry, her eyes of ſoft ce- 
leſtial blue, beaming forth bright ema* 
nations of tenderneſs and love; but, her 
ſmiles! how ſhall I deſcribe them? haſt 
thou yet diſcovered her? or muſt I add 
the name? dull clod!- hear then, nor 
wonder longer at the tranſports of thy 
friend, thy doating—captive friend— 
hear with reverential awe the name of 
the bright divinity, at whoſe ſhrineI bow— 
art thou prepared? hear in one word, the 
name of—Lady Clairville, and wonder 
at my madneſs if thou canſt. 


Yes, Harry, ſhe it is who has wrought 
this mighty revolution in the ſentiments 
of thy friend, the once, gay and giddy 

| Scudamore ;— 
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Scndamore alas! thoſe days are over; 
and now, inſtead of liberty free as air, 
inſtead of power deſpotic over- the ſex, 
behold me the humble, ſighing ſlave of 
this dear, haughty beauty. Yet why do I 
call her haughty ? to me ſhz is affability 
itſelf: as yet, however, nothing more 
than affable — and ſhall that ſuffice? no, 
forbid it honor; forbid it love; forbid it 
the long roll of conqueſts, to which, or 
my art fails me, her ladyſhip's name 
muſt be ſubjoined out doucement tho'! 
no haſty meaſures to alarm the dragon 
that with inceſfant vigilance guards the 
golden fruit. At preſent I an her friend 
—do you mark that, Colonel ?—friend- 
ſhip with woman, you know.—** But in 
the name of heaven,” © thou wilt ſay,” 
« whence comes this ſudden attachment? 
— Where did you meet? —When?— 
How ?”—1 will tell thee all. 


By 
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By the death of my uncle, Harley, 
you know, I was ſuddenly re-called 
from the continent, and by urgent af- 


fairs obliged to come down here, and 


enter on the lands and lordſhips which 
the good-natured prejudice of the worthy 
old fellow thought proper to beſtow on 
me. For the firſt ſix weeks ſinking under 
the weight of an additional 16,000]. per 
year ; fatigued to death with deeds and 
mortgages, and employed, even till my 
hand was tired, in ſigning leaſes and re- 


; | leaſes, I could ſcarce venture our, At 


length, when I had reduced my affairs 


into ſome tolerable order, I one morning 


mounted- my horſe, and rode forth in 
queſt of adventure, with a ſpirit not 
perhaps exactly coincident with that of 
the knight-errant of old. In plain Engliſh, 
truſty William had diſcovered that my 
ſteward had a daughter, whom he was 
pleaſed to repreſent as not totally un- 
worthy 
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worthy of the honor of becoming my 
ſultana for the preſent; and I was deter- 
mined to call as if accidentally and judge 
for myſelf; but fortune had better things 
in ſtore for me. As I was croſſing a com- 
mon, which lies between Lord Clairville's 
demeſne and mine, I beheld a lady ap- 
proach on horſeback, with whole figure, 
even at a diſtance, I was ſtruck; never 
had I beheld any mortal being yet, fo 
graceful. Whilſt I was engaged in con- 
templating her beauties, the ſudden diſ- 
charge ofa fowling- piece ſtartled her horſe, 
who dartecl off like lightning, regardleſs 
of his angelic burthen. 


In the very direction he purſued— 
but 1 am interrupted.— 


„% Well, William!“ — 


« My Lady Clairville is below, fir, in 
her Chariot, and wiſhes to fee you.” 


Ifly 


- * = 
. 


* 


. Le CASTLE ay 


I fly to attend her. In my next you 


: b ſhall hear more. — Till then 


Adieu! 


C. F. SCUD AMORE. 


F XL 2 * * 
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R 


Sew LADY K 
zu COUNTESS or B. 


Grofuenor-/quare. 


'T nt account that I can give you, 
my dear madam, of Miſs Blandford, is 
very imperfect. But as you expreſs ſo 
warm an intereſt in the happineſs of 
that amiable girl, I ſhall give you every 
information in my power. You are well 
acquainted with the ſtrict friendſhip that 
= ſubſiſted between me and Mrs. Cranford, 
that exemplary woman, whoſe virtues 

were an- ornament to our ſpecies, and 


N who for theſe laſt fifteen years had the 
3 ſole 
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ſole care of my Juliana, How this of- 
fice devolved upon her, or the minuter 
particulars reſpecting the birth and de- 
ſcent of Juliana, I know but imper- 
fectly. The mother of Juſiana who was 
diſtantly related to Mrs. Cranford, at an 
early age married Mr. Blandford, the 
ſon of a merchant, who was deſcended 
from an honourable family. The match 


being unequal to the pretenſions of Miſs 


Leſter, (Juliana's mother), was formed 


contrary to the opinion of her friends, 
and all intercourſe between them was cut 
off. Some loſles in buſineſs and other 
misfortunes obliged Mr. Blandford to un- 
dertake a voyage to India; his Lady re- 
ſolutely, and fatally, inſiſted on accom- 
panying him. The cataſtrophe was 
dreadful, the ſhip was loſt and every 
ſoul periſhed, The ill health and 
tender years of Juliana, who was then 
but three years old, made it neceſſary to 


leave 
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leave her behind. The cruel neglect of 
her nearer relations called upon the hu- 
manity of Mrs. Cranford ; ſhe adopted 
the amiable orphan, and in her conduct 
diſplayed a love truly maternal. Of 
the reſt itis needleſs to ſay any thing to 
your Ladyſhip. You are acquainted 
with the recent death of my ever to be 
lamented friend. On the firſt news of her 
illneſs, Sir John and I flew to the Moor, 
we arrived juſt in time to receive her 
dying adieu. In words hardly intelligible, 
ſhe conjured me to fulfil the part of a 
mother to her Juliana, and aſſured of 
my compliance, ſhe reſigned her ſoul in 
peace. To alleviate Juliana's loſs, and 
fulfil the injunctions of my friend, I con- 
ſider myſelf bound by every tie of friend- 
ſhip, and the pious office is rendered 
more ſacred by the uncommon virtues of 
my ward. Such amiable ſenſibility, ſuch 


purity of mind, ſuch ardency of affection, 
ſuch 
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ſuch effuſions of gratitude, we may look 
for butſeldom can find. The graces of her 
perſon, angelic as they truly are, are the 
leaſt part of her merit. With ſuch ag- 
compliſhments, it might appear too 
worldly to lament her want of fortune. 
Mrs. Crawford's chief income, your la- 
dyſhip knows, was a jointure, and the 
expanded benevolence of her ſoul, did 
not permit her to amaſs wealth. Three 
thouſand pounds was all ſhe could be- 
queath her Juliana; but ſelfiſh as the 
world may be, ſuch exalted excellence 
can never have cauſe to lament the ab- 


ſence of wealth. 


After Mrs. C.'s deceaſe, Lord Belmont, 
who you know lived within a few miles 
of the Moor, and of whoſe veneration 
for the worth of my friend I need not 
inform you, invited us to ſpend ſome 
time at Belmont-Caſtle. The kindeſt 


aſſiduities of the Earl, and of his amiable 
C daughters, 
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daughters were employed to alleviate 
the diſtreſs of their friend. The attach- 
ment which had long ſubſiſted between 
them was cemented by this event, and 
their efforts were not quite unſucceſsful in 
diflipating her grief, tho' ſtill the remem- 
brance of her beloved guardian viſibly 
affects her ſpirits. The entertainments 
of the metropolis we judge might be 
uſeful, and we.accordingly have given 
up our intention of ſpending the winter 
at the Foreſt, and are ſettled for ſome 
months in Groſvenor-ſquare. 


I need make no apology to your 
Ladyſhip, for the length of this letter 
nor is it I hope neceſſary to aſſure your 
Ladyſhip with what truth Iam 


Your moſt ſincere friend, 


and devoted ſervant, 
C. FILLAMAR. 
g LETTER 
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F 


Faom Miss JULIANA BLAND FORD ro 
LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 


Groſvenor-ſquare: 


W H Y, my Georgiana, did I leave 
the peaceful manſon of Belmont-caſtle ? 
why did I refuſe thy kind entreaties? 
— Hear the cauſe of my complaints and 
judge of their juſtice. Laſt night I accom- 
panied Lady Fillamar to a ball given by 


Sir James Daſhton. Sir James is about 
five and twenty, with a fortune of ſeven 
thouſand pounds a year, a ſhewy perſon, 
an uncommon proficient in dreſs and the 
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other faſhionable accompliſhments, and 
not a little vain of his merits. The com- 
pany was extremely numerous and ſplen- 
did, the decorations of the rooms to the 
laſt degreerich and ſingular, and the dreſs 
of the entertainer characteriſtic of his diſ- 
poſition, His hair was turned before in 
{mall irregular curls, it flowed looſely 
behind from a bunch of pink ribbon, to 
an immoderate length, and the ftrong 
aromatic ſcents that iſſued from it could 
alone tell you that powder had been 
employed. His coat was of a pale roſe 
coloured ſattin, lined with the moſt de» 
licate blue; the cape ard cuffs like the 
lining, richly embroidered with ſilver; 
his waiſtcoat white tiſſue, trimmed with 
. fable ; his ſhoes of black ſattin with red 
heels, and tied with bunches of pink 
ribbon intermixed with ſilver foil. So ex- 
traordinary a figure you may ſuppoſe 
xraiſed the ſurprize of the Company; their 
complaiſance 
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complaiſance for their entertainer could 
not overcome their propenſity to laugh- 
ter; and to any eyes but thoſe of Sir 
james, blinded by vanity, it was evident 
that he was the object of their mirth. 


What was my aſtoniſhment to behold 
him approach and addreſs me in the fol- 
lowing words! The divine Juliana can- 
not be ignorant of the cauſe of this en- 
tertainment vill ſhe crown the night by 
granting me the honor of her hand ? will 
ſhe give freſh triumph to my already 
eſtabliſtied taſte ?—and will ſhe exhibit 
a perfect example of the moſt accom- 
compliſh=d pair of dancers that England 
can diſplay ?. 

Amazed by the ſingularity of this 
addreſs, I was at a loſs for a reply. Sir, 
ſaid I, the honor - but Sir James cut me 
ſhort, by reſpectſully and with an air of 
triumph ſeizing me by the hand, while 
as he was leading me up the room, Eady 

O3. Fillamar, 
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Fillamar, who is intimate with him, 
ſtopped us. Sir James, ſaid ſhe, you can- 
not be ſerious? Conſider the etiquette of 
the aſſembly—conſider the affront you 
offer to the married Ladies—the Ducheſs 
of C. in particular do, Sir James; let me 
entreat you to hear me. Tas all in vain. 
By heaven! he exclaimed, in a tone that 
ſtartled the whole room, Majeſty herſelf 
ſhould not gain that preeminence which 
i give to Juliana, No, bright nymph, 
throwing himſelf on one knee, I here 
{wear by the irreſiſtible divinity of love, 
to devote myſelf to thy ſervice, to aſlert 
thy ſuperiority over all thy ſex, and to 
give to thee the triumph of conquering, 
and holding in adamantine chains, the 
proud ſtubborn heart of the hitherto 
victorious Daſhton. Let the hapleſs 
nymphs that I have captivated, lament 
my cruelty; let the kind fair ones who 
have yielded to me, complain of my per- 
| e fidy; 
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fidy; to thee ſacrifice them all: and by 
all the Gods, by the ſacred Majeſty here 
ſurpriſe terror and confuſion overcoming 
me, for the room was in a tumult, and 
the whole company in aſtoniſhment was 
gathering round, I fainted away, In this 
ſituation I remained for (ome time, but 
the kindeſt aſſiduity of Lady F. and 
ſome of the company recovered me. 
While I was in this ſituation, Sir James, I 
am informed, was almoſt frantic; he 
emptied his entire bottle of eau de luce in 
my face; then, for he is moſt un- 
commonly active, leaped over the heads 
of the intervening crowd, and with 
frantic rage roaring to his domeſtics, diſ- 
patched them all for phyſicians and ſur- 
geons ; by the time however he returned 
I was recovered, and had prevailed on 
the kind. Lady Fillamar to let. me go 
home. Sir James inſiſted on accompa- 
nying us, but Lady F. repreſenting. the 

delicacy. 
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delicacy of my ſituation, and the impro- 
priety of his leaving his company, pre- 
vailed on him to deſiſt ; but what was our 
ſurpriſe on arriving at Groſvenor-ſquare, 
to find Sir James there before us, breath- 
leſs, beſpattered with dirt, and drench- 
ed with rain! for impatient and too 
thoughtleſs to order a carriage, heran or 
rather flew before us, regardleſs of the 
ſantaſtic oddneſs of his dreſs, of the 
length of the way, the dirt of the ſtreets, 
or the wetneſs of the evening. Here, 
before we could recover from our aſto- 
niſhment at his appearance, he poured 
out a thouſand apologies for the diſtreſs 
he occaſioned and was proceeding in 
the ſame impaſſioned ſtrain, when Lady 
F.fearful of a relapſe, conjured him to 
leave me; that on another opportunity 
he might declare his intentions; and 
that his preſence was abſolutely neceſ- 
ſary, to diſſipate the confuſion which fo 


extraordinary 
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extraordinary a proceeding muſt have 
occaſhoned,. With difficulty he was 
prevailed on to depart, not without vow- 
ing he would to-morrow make me a 
tender of his perſon and fortune. 


And now, my Georgiana, will not thy 
ſympathetic boſom join in lamenting my 
cruel deſtiny, when I tell you I car. ne- 
ver love the enamoured Sir James? and, 
good heavens! what may be the conſe- 
quence of a refuſal to a man of his impe- 
tous temper, and extraordinary vanity, 
That he 1s rich, handſome, young, ac- 
compliſhed, 1eannot. deny; but is there 
not an incontroulable deſtiny, is there not 
a mighty power which governs the affairs 
of love? His fortune, his rank, are beyond 
my expectations, but can fortune — can 
rank confer true happineſs? no, there is 
** nought but love can anſwer love, and 
reader bliſs ſecure.” The amiable Lady 
F. is a convert to this opinion; the un- 


; happy 
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happy diſagreements between her daugh- 
ter and Lord Clairville, though there is 
every external requiſite on each fide, 
convince her that it is from the union of 
hearts alone that conjugal bliſs can ſpring ; 
and I doubt not I ſhall have the appro- 
bation of my kind protectors in rejecting 
the offers of Sir James. 

Oh! my Georgiana, how do I wiſh 
| ] were once more at Belmont-caſtle, to 


pour into thy faithful boſom the griefs 
of thy afflicted 


JULIANA, 


LETTER 
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Jͤ ... 


F ROUTE HORN. H. T. SCUD AMORE 
To COLONEL NEVILLE. 


Harlej- Place. 
As well as I recolle&, for the violence 
| of my paſſion bids defiance to connexion, . 
= 1 ended my laſt, my dear colonel, with 
| an account of the imminent danger of 
lady Clairville, from the fright of her 
horſe ;—1n the very direction he purſued, 
a precipice occurred, down which, if 
not inſtantly ſtopped, he muſt have daſh» 
ed himſelf and the lovelieſt of women.— 


| What was to be done?—the urgency of 
© the occaſion precluded deliberation, fo I 
b at once darted the ſpurs into Nero, who, 


a8. 
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as if inſpired with the ſpirit of his maſter, 
flew over every impediment. In an 
Inſtant I had overtaken and ſeized 
the reins of her ſteed, not a dozen yards 
\| from the edge of the yawning gulph, 
and dilmounting, caught her in my 
| arms ſcarce half alive the colour 
forſook her checks, darkneſs fealed her 
{ſwimming eyes, and her countenance 
wasenwrapped in the pale livery of death. 
1 diſpatched her ſervant, who was by 
this time come up, to a neighbouring 
cottage for ſome water, and mean while 
applied my Eau de luce; my cares were 
ſoon crowned with ſucceſs, and I ſaw, 
with tranſport ſaw, her bright eyes re- 
ſume their luſtre, the colour reviſit her 
cheeks, ſoon indeed heightened to. a 
crimſon glow, on finding herſelf in the 
arms of a young fellow whoſe looks, I 
am afraid, very intelligibly ſpoke kis 
emotions,—In- ſhort, I found at once 

that 
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that I had redeemed her life at the ex- 
pence of my7liberty, and in an inftant 
4 joined the ſighing train who in happier 
1 days have ſo often been the ridicule of 
A Neville and his Scudamore. 


As ſoon as ſhe was recovered ſuffici- 
ently to ſpzak, ſhe thanked me for the 
aſſiſtance I had been fo happy as to af- 
ford her; and told me in a manner ſuf 
ficiently intelligible, that lord Clairville, 
if he were to have the honor of ſeeing 


: me at the grove, would add lis thanks 
dito her's 


that was as much as to in- 
= form me ſhe was married — tant mieux 
I know lord Clairville; I know him to 
be a ſcoundrel; I know that in one in- 
ſtance he has ſupplanted me 


For which, when I forget it, may the ſhame 
I mean to blaſt his name with, ſtick on mine!” 


Sweet, ſweet revenge! if I be not even 

2 with him, wife for miſtreſs, but no matter; 

1 all this is myſtery to you, colonel; hear 
it 
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it then explained—and from my narra- 
tive ſee what a thing the mind of man 
is. —A ſhort time before I ſet out to the 


continent l was introduced to the widow of- 


le feu chevalier Middleton, a woman 
whoſe character, if drawn at all, muſt 
be by negatives ;—ſhe is not old; ſhe is 
not ugly; ſhe is not ignorant; ſhe is not 
deformed, nor totally unaccompliſned; 
with a great deal of vivacity and an in- 
temperance of paſſion reſtrained, if re- 
ſtrained, only by the fear of loſing at 
once the remnant of character ſtill re- 


maining to her, ſhe thinks mankind 


born for her pleaſures, and with this 
idea are all her connexions formed. As 
her conſtitution prompts her to an indiſ- 
criminate paſhon for our ſex, fo does a 


moſt intemperate vanity inſinuate to her 


that this ardency is reciprocal; and to 
ſuch extravagantly ridiculous lengths 


does this hilly paſſion carry her, that I 
, am 


i. 
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am ſatisfied ſhe never held a converſa- 
tion with a man for five minutes, with- 
out a thorough conviction of his ambi- 
tiouſly aſpiring to that honor which, 
ſooth to ſay, like many others has at 
preſent loſt its original value by an in- 
diſcriminate diſtribution. — How I could 
be ſo mad or blind to notice ſuch a com- 
pound is utterly inexplicable, but ſo it 
was—1n ſhort, her Ladyſhip was kind, 
I was ſucceſsful, and was willing to per- 
ſuade myſelf I was happy. 


Juſt at this moment it was my uncle 
Hariey's pleaſure I ſhould paſs a few 
months on the continent. Iparted from 
Lady Middleton with a concern for 
which I now deſpiſe myſelf—a concern 
which ſhe had the art to perſuade my 
inexperience was mutual ; and ſhe re- 
tired to her ſeat in Berkſhire, with vows 
of eternal conſtancy, and that her life 

ſhould 
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ſhould be that of a recluſe till my re- 
turn.—Well, ſir My Lord Clairville, 
whoſe demeſne adjoined her Ladyſhip's, 
ſoon introduced himſelf, and with little 


trouble took. quiet poſſeſſion of all my 


honors; and, as l have ſince learned from 
the maid of this wanton, the light cre- 


dulity of Scudamore was the conſtant 


theme of their diſcourſe.—And ſhall I 
with impunity. be held. up the ſcoff of 
the looſe hours of Clairville and his par- 


amour: Shall the wrongs of the, 
divine Lady Clairville go unrevenged as 
well as mine? No! by all the 
mingled powers of Love and | Jealoufy, 


by all the ſtings of mortification I have 


already felt, by all the glowing tranſ- 


ports | hope ſoon to feel in the arms of 
that angehc woman, I will be revenged 


and tell the proud peer to his beard; 
«« Trzus diddeſt thou!“ 


* 
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Thus, then, I ſtand at preſent. I 
have got Jes entrees libras at the Grove; 
his Lordſhip is, much at Lady Middle- 
ton's, who is, as I told you, moſt conve- 
niently contiguous; Lady Clairville is, 
with every other feminine perfection, 
the firſt performer on the piano. forte I 
have ever heard. Tou know am not 


contemptible on the German-flute; I 
have in conſequence the honour to ac- 


company her. She ſings too ;——-« 


Such melting ſtrains as would create a ſoul, 
« Under the ribs of death 


And the divine canzonets of Jackſon af- 
tord me a happy opportunity of at 
once gratifying my paſſion for muſic, 
and ſilently. advancing my ſuit with her. 
Ladyſhip; 


Already I can fee her moved; but I 
muſt be cautious—ſhe ſhall not know her. 
danger till it is too late 10 avoid it.- 


She 
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She muſt, ſhe ſhall be mine——then, 
ye mighty gods, what a treaſure !—but ] 
mult fly to meet her!—Yes, adored 
| Eliza, to thee do I return with an ardor, 
ſurpaſſing that of the travelled turtle to 
| his mate—with rapture do I haſte to 
contemplate the mild radiance of thy 
celeſtial eyes; to hear thy accents ſweet- 
er than the mellifluous ſtrains of plain» 
tive Philomel, and touch thy ſnowy hand, 
to whoſe ſoft ſeizure the cygnet's down 
is harſh, ——- 


——— 
** 2 of 


Adieu, my friend, | 
Believe me ever yours, 


H. F. SCUDAMORE, 


LETTER 


Sos ROE”. 


, * 3 
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CET r. W 


Prom Six JAMES DASHTON ve. 


Cor. WATWORTH, 


Guildford- Lodge. 
B a FFLED!—deſpiſed!—rejefted!— 


and by whom, ye mighty Gods!—by a 


flirt—a child of fortune—curſe on her 
beauty !—yes, her beauty, for ſtill muſt 
I allow her charms, —By the great G 


Watworth! yes, and may the furies tear 


my diſtracted heart. I rave !—l 


rave!—what will the world ſay?— 
every charm called forth, never 


was dreſt to ſuch advantage - Lamont 


had exerted all his art, and never did'ſt 
thou ſee ſuch a coat, —St. Pierre too, had 
given 
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given me ſuch curls—oh ! Watworth 
but by the high heavens I'll be re- 
venged—give my fortune to an hoſpital, 
cut off my hair, and turn Monk but 
then the world !—and all my ambitious 
ſchemes.—No, my country ſhall have the 
advantage of my diſappointment.— The 
army, the army is the line—there will I 
diſplay myſelf—my merit and fortune 
and.connexions muſt raiſe me—'tis the. 
line of glory.—But then, my political 
conſequence, my ſeat in parliament—no, 
Watworth, wait till the next ſeſſion, and 
if I don't annoy Pitt—T am no boaſter, 
but you know my fame at Oxford, and 
by the mighty Gods it ſhall not be tar- 
mſtied—no—curſe me if it ſhall. 


But of this girl, —you ; heard of my 
intended ball—you heard of the expec- 
tations formed—all blaſted - ſome curl- 
ed, untoward, womaniſh crotchet ſeized. 

her 
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her brain, and as I was leading her up 
the room ſhe fainted. 


Lady Fillamar inſiſted on carry ing her 
home — and enameured as I was, I de- 
termined toaccompany her—there being 
no room in the carriage, and my brain 
quite diſtracted, I forgot where I was— 
forgot that there were fifty other car- 
riages at the door —and I did not per- 
ceive the cataract of rain that deſcended 
on my bare head but, regardleſs of eve- 
ry thing, from Portland- place did I ſet 
out, as running for a wager, and arrived 
at Groſvenor ſquare in ſuch a pickle, 
as might well excite” the merriment of 
graver women, than Lady F.—and 
Juliana.—The powder and poma- 
tum rendered fluid by .the rain, had de- 
fcended down my face in thick ſtreams, 
the dirt of the ſtreets had totally obſcu- 
red the original colour of my dreſs, and 
nothing 
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nothing was viſible, but one continued 


maſs of mud. 


To heighten my confuſion, the raſcal- 
ly ſervants laughed aloud at my appear- 
ance, and when I left the houſe (which I 
ſoon did at Lady F.'s intreaty,) the whole 
fraternity, cooks, chambermaids and 
ſcullions, were collected in the hall to 
enjoy my groteſque figure. Home did 
{ return, and, forgetting my company, 
and execrating the whole world, I went 
to bed and locked myſelf up from the 
intruſion of my intimates, who were 
coming in crowds to be ſatisfied of the 
cauſe of the confuſion, and to have a 
ſubject of ſcandal toembelliſh for the next 
day. 


Of the reſt of the night Ik now nothing 
but trom report—the company, aſtoniſhed 
at the diſappearance of their entertainer, 


ſoon retired, and by this time I ſuppoſe 
e 
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the ballad ſingers are compoling ditties, 
and the print-ſellers preparing to ſtick me 
in their windows, 


I have already ſeen paragraphs in the 
papers, informing the public © with infi- 
nite concern, that it is feared Sir james 
| BE Daſhton'sintelleCtsare injured” already 


) BY telling who is to have the guardianſhip 
| BY of my fortune, and giving, in proper 
» BR newſpaper form, an account of my anceſ- 
t tors, eſtates, titles, &c. 

Unable to bear this I inſtantly flew 
: down here—but I will be reverged— 
4 the proud Juliana, (for I am informed ſhe 
: means to reject my offers, but if ſhe has 


an opportunity curſe me) ſhall be mortt- 
fied—ſhe ſhall be a witneſs of my ſplen- 
dor.—l am determined to have the greys, 
I don't care for the price, I will give the 
1000 guineas, and Hatchet ſhallmake me 
ſuch a pheton !—but enough, Tom, it is 
| needleſs 


5 
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needleſs to ſay more—you know the in- 


dignant ſpirit of— 


Thine ever 


JAMES DASHTON. 


P. S. Are you to be at Elwood races? 
I am invited to ſpend the time at Bel- 
mont-Caſtle, to meet Lord Mortimer 


who is hourly expected. 
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rr 


FOM MONTAGUE BELVILLE, Es . 
To JOHN EVELYN, Es d., 


Elwood-Farm, 


Y OUR friendly boſom, my dear Jack, 

muſt doubtleſs be alarmed at my ſudden 
departure from the metropolis; but your 
alarm will ceaſe, when you are told that 
Lady Georgiana Shirley is the beautiful 
magnet, that has drawn your friend fo 
far from town, and Evelyn,—You can- 
D not 
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not ſure have forgot the impreſſion ſhe 
made on my heart laſt winter, at the 
opera, on the night of Storace's benefit; 
how ſhe diverted my attention from 
Moon and how Chi mi maſi ra, and the 
charming duet of Picke cornacchie,” eſ. 
caped my-uſual encore. All that night 
her charming idea inceſſantly preſented 
itſelf to my enraptured fancy, and de- 
prived me of reſt. Iſtrove to compoſe my- 
ſelf, but in vain ;—toſled by a tempeſt of 


love, I now roſe on the anchor of hope, 


now ſunk on the -billows of deſpair :—a 


momentary calm ſucceeded, but it was 
only to make the returning ſtorm more 


terrible. —At laſt the orient ſun appeared 
in the chambers of the eaſt; — l aroſe— 
dreſſed myſelf—ſwallowed my chocolate 
in a hurry; and ran about nine to Port- 
land place, in hopes of gaining a ſight 
of my adored Georgiana.—But, oh! Eve- 
1yn! to my inexpreſſible grief, the Shirly 
family 
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family had ſet out a few hours before in 
their coach and fix for Belmont caſtle! 


In all the frenzy of a deſpairing lover, 
I walked with diſordered ſteps to my 
lodgings in Wimpole-ftreet; where, as 
my dear Evelyn may remember, I found 
a letter informing me of the illneſs of 
my uncle, Lord Belmour, at Naples, and 
of his wiſh I ſhould attend him there,— 
My ſurpriſe at this unexpected ſammons, 
as well as my haſte to obey it, prevented 
me from acquainting you with the ſecret 
of my paſſion for the too lovely Geor- 
giana.— 


When J arrived at Naples I found my 
uncle Lord B. recovered, ſo as to be in 
a condition of compleating the tour of 
Italy.—l accompanied him—and thus 
the ſummer paſſed away without my be- 
ing able to procure an interview with 
the Idol of my ſoul.— But why do I 
D 2 ne 
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thus teize my Evelyn, by the recital of 

circumſtances with which he 1s already 

acquainted ? I know not unleſs it 1s, that 

to a lover, paſſionate as I am, to repeat 
and dwell on the particulars of his misfor- 

tunes be painful pleaſure and a ſoothing 

melancholy.— To be brief, I laſt Friday 

found out that a farm near Belmont-caſ- 

tle was unoccupied; and conceiving 

that with ſuch an opportunity I might 

probably make an impreſſion on my 

Georgiana's heart, or at leaſt enjoy the 

ſuperlative bleſſing of living near her,— 

I immediately hired poſt horſes, and now 

rent the farm of the good old Earl—my 
ſucceſs has been greater than my moſt 
ſanguine hopes could have preſaged.—! 

have ſeen my Georgiana! the lovelieſt, 
tendereſt, faireſt of her ſex! ———at 

Church I was ſo lucky as to arreſt her at- 

tention,—I gazed on her with unutter- 

able rapture—her eyes -met mine—and 
oh! 
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oh! happy preſage—oh! omen moſt 
lucky—the dear angel bluſhed * cæleſ- 
tial roſy red,” and her enchanting_boſom 
heaved with ſoft emotion, —How change- 
able, my Evelyn, are the affairs of men!— 
the weather itſelf is not more liable to 
fluctuation I who three days ſince was 
the unfortunate, am now the happy Bel- 
ville ;—three—yes, Evelyn, three days 
have raiſed your friend from the loweſt 
abyſs of deſpair, to the higheſt” pinnacle 
of-joy ud happineſs.—In my next I 
ſhall give you a deſcription of this de- 
lightful and romantic farm.—Adieu !— 
congratulate your friend on his rapid ſuc- 
ceſs in his paſſion—and let me add too 
in his farming—for, believe me, Evelyn, 
ſince Iarrived here on Saturday morning, 


I can ſay with my favourite, the ſublime 
Shenſtone, that— 


* I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 


« My 
D 3 
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« My fountains all bordered with moſs, 
„Where the hare-bells and violets grow.“ 


I have juſt learned from Laura, Lady 
Georgiana's favourite woman, that the 
Earl had propoſed, as a lover to my 
charmer, Col. Neville; but that ſhe had 
yeſterday expreſſed a violent diſappro« 
bation of his addreſſes, and this morning 
given him an abſolute refuſal.—Laura 
too, informs me, tliat Lady Georgiana 
is particular in her enquiries about me, 
and that ſhe often mentio | 
in terms of the warmeſt approbation.— 
Adieu am extacy itſelf but yet I 
feel a terror I cannot account for, and 
which damps my happineſs—what may 
not the violent temper of the ſlighted 
Neville forbode my Georgiana !—but Tl] 
not think on it. If ſhe once is mine 
where is the arm ſo ſtrong can tear her 
from her Belville ?—united to my Geor- 


giana, no fear, but that of offending her, 


hall 
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ſhall diſturb my quiet—the malice of 
diſappointed villainy I'll defy. 


Adieu! aſſure yourſelf of the unal- 
tered friendſhip of 


Yours 


MONTAGUE BELVILLE.. 
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Fou Cor. NEVILLE, ro FITZROY 
SCUDAMORE, Esq. 


Belmont-Cafile, 


I Give you joy, my dear Scudamore, 
with all my heart, of your ſucceſs with 
her Ladyſhip—don't be diſcouraged at 
any repulſe ſhe gives you—did ſhe not 
tell you ſhe owed her life to you; then 
why not compound the debt with her 
honor ? You have ſet me on fire by 
our deſcription; and a little cruel piece 
of prudery here has inflamed me in pro- 

| pris 
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pria perſona; ſo that, damn me, if I am 
not between two fires, as we ſay in the 
Coldſtream.—-Do you recollect Lady 
Georgiana Shirley, daughter-of the Earl 
of Belmont ?—it you have ever oncg 
ſeen her you muſt; — the dear, delicious 
angel; the very eſſence of Virtue, yet, 
the very figure of Temptation, with a 
fair complexion, dark hazel eyes, nut- 
brown hair, a neck like alabaſter, and a 
heart like ice, egad—for, damn me if 
ever I could melt it—and if Colonel 
Neville could not, I hear my Scudamore 
exclaim, what mortal can?—aye, but 
one Belville has—a fellow with the cant 
of virtue, and ail that—but I'll have re- 
Venge. broke my paſſion to Lady 
Georgiana, told her 1 doated on her, 
ſighed, fell at her feet, and acted an 
hundred extravagancies her anſwer 
was, ſhe hated me.—What ſhall I do to 
= be 
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Frou Cor. NEVILLE, ro FIT Z RO 
S CUD AMORE, Es q. 


Belmont-Caftle, 


I Give you joy, my dear Scudamore, 
with all my heart, of your ſucceſs with 
her Ladyſhip—don't be diſcouraged at 
any repulſe ſhe gives you—did ſhe not 
tell you ſhe owed her life to you; then 
why not compound the debt with her 
honor ? You have ſet me on fire by 
| Your deſcription ; and a little cruel piece 
of prudery here has inflamed me in pro- 

| | pris 
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pria perſona; ſo that, damn me, if Iam 
not between two fires, as we ſay in the 
Coldſtream. De you recollect Lady 
Georgiana Shirley, daughter of the Earl 
of Belmont? —ift you have ever oncs 
ſeen her you muſt; — the dear, delicious 
angel; the very eſſence of Virtue, yet, 
the very figure of Temptation, with a 
fair complexion, dark hazel eyes, nut- 
brown hair, a neck like alabaſter, and a 
heart like ice, egad—for, damn me if 
ever I could melt it and if Colonel 
Neville could not, I hear my Scudamore 
exclaim, what mortal can?—aye, but 


one Belville has—a fellow with the cant 
of virtue, and all bat but l'll have re- 


venge. broke my paſſion to Lady 
Georgiana, told her I doated -on her, 
ſighed, fell at her feet, and acted an 
hundred extravagancies her anſwer 
was, ſhe hated me. What ſha!l I do to 
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be revenged?—counſel me, my dear 
fellow, tell me how I ſhall triumph over 


the chaſtity of my Georgiana, and the 


pride of Belville. 


Adieu, 


Yours ever, 


HENRY NEVILLE, 
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Miss JULIANA BLANDFORD, To LADY 
GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 


Groſfvenor-ſquare— Friday, 12 o'clock... 


On, my Georgiana ! how would'ſt thou 
have been torn between hope and fear, 
hadſt thou been a witneſs to the ſitua- 
tion of thy ftiends—but I forbear the 
excruciating thought, the idea of my. 
Georgiana's feelings diſtracts me more 
than the recollection, horrid as it muſt 
be, of my own danger. — Already do I 
ſee the ſympathetic. tear burſting from 
thy eye, already does thy breaſt throb, 
at peruſing ſo alarming an introduction; 
but it is cruel to keep you in ſuſpence, 
and 
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and diſtracted as my thoughts are, I 
will 2ndeavour to give you a circumſtan- 


tial account of the proceedings of laſt 
night. 


accompanied Lady Fillamar to the 
play. Mrs. Siddons appeared in the 
character of Iſabella, and the houſe, you 
may ſuppoſe was uncommonly crowded. 
The late extraordinary accident at Sir 
James Daſhton's, brought on me the 
eves of numbers, and among the reſt, 
of one whom I could perceive ſtealing 
the moſt eager glances; he appeared to 
be abeut one and twenty, but ſuch a 
mein! ſuch a figure! Ch, my Georgiana, 
they beggared all deſcription, but diffi- 
cult as may be the taſk, I ſhall attempt 
to pourtray him, 


His perſon was one of the moſt com- 
manding, and, at the ſame time, the 
molt graceful, I ever beheld ; the moſt 


happy 


_— „ 
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happy union of ſtrength and elegance 
reigned throughout, —The Apollo of 
Belvedere itſelf, muſt yield to him, as 
a model of excellence. 


His complexion, though not deli- 
cately fair, was as beautiful as the moſt 
happy compoſition of the brighteſt ver- 
million, and the moſt brilliant pearl.— 
But his eyes! his eyes darted ſuch looks 
as penetrated to the very ſoul, at the 
ſame time that there ſhone from them 
ſuch a god-hke benignity as inſpired 
confidence and love. 


The firſt glance that I directed to him 

I felt my face ſuffuſed with a burning 
bluſh, and I had ſuch ſenſations as I 
never before experienced. I was embar- 
raſſed to ſuch a degree, that all the woes 
of the divine Siddons could not chain 
down my attention, and in vain did I 
attempt to prevent my eyes from wan- 
dering 
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dering to that faſcinating. object. _— 
The charming ftranger certainly per- 
ceived my ſituation, for often as I dared 
to ſteal a glance, I perceived his eyes 
rivetted; and then when che found him- 
ſelf diſcovered, he endeavoured to con- 
ceal his emotions, by. directing his at- 
tention to the play, though his diſtracted 
look, and ſudden bluſh, eaſily told where 
his thoughts were employed. 


 _”__—— —__—_ 


In the midiile of the fourth act, we 
were ſurpriſed by the cry of fire.— All 
was in the meſt' alarming. confuſion 
my eyes were, by I know not what im- 
pulſe, directed to the ſtranger; and I 
perceived him; ſtruggling through the 
crowd, and his looks directed towards 
me. Several gentlemen, coming to our 
aſſiſtance, urged us to entruſt ourſelves 
to their care, and I ſaw no more of the 
charming unknown, 
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Through the dreadful tumult I was 
torn from Lady Fillamar, when over- 
come by terror, heat, and fatigue, I 
fainted away.—In this ſituation, I muſt 
have continued a conſiderable time, for 
on my recovering, I found myſelf in a- 
ſtrange room, with ſeveral females and 

| 


a gentleman, none of whoſe faces I 
knew, buſily employed to recover me 
] inſtantly exclaimed; where am I? —— 
Where is Lady Fillamar !—tell me, tell 
me, is ſhe ſafe! don't be alarmed, 
my angel, cried the man or rather mon- 
ſter, as he afterwards proved;—Lady 
Fillamar is ſafe, and there are none 
here but friends. Be not alarmed, 
my angel! then beckoning to the 
| females, they left the room. -—- Bleſt 
be this propitious night, he cried, that 
gives me poſſeſſion of ſuch an angel! 
and inſtantly the wretch attempted. to 
ſeize me in his arms; but ſpringing from 
him, 
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him, in an agony. of deſpair, I ſhrieked 
aloud for help—fave yourſelf that trou- 
ble, exclaimed the monſter, all here 
are privy to my deſign, —You had better 
therefore yield with a good grace to that 
which you muſt undergo; and again 
was he ſeizing me in his arms: I fell at 
his feet, and conjured him by every 
ſacred name, to. ſpare a hapleſs maiden, 
when in the very inſtant, the door burſt 
open, .and who ſhould appear but the 
very ſtranger whoſe regards I had at- 
tracted at the play-honſe.—Oh my 
guardian angel! I exclaimed, fave me, 
ſave me! and I ran into his arms.—Be 
aſſured of my protection, replied the 
heavenly ſtranger, be aſſured of thy 
ſafety. And thou, vile monſter, ſaid he, 
with a voice. like thunder, thou who 
couldſt dare to violate ſuch diſtreſt inno- 
cence, inſtantly begone, or dread the 

eftects of that reſentment which thy 
| brutality 
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brutality may well inſpire. Begone! 
exclaimed the wretch—no! not till Thave 
ſecured my prize, and chaſtiſed thee for 
ſo inſolent an intruſion.— With thoſe 
words he ſprung towards me but the 
gallant ſtranger preſenting himſelf be- 
fore me, ſaved me from his unhallowed 
touch. — They inſtantly engaged, for 
they were both armed, and in a moment 
the hated monſter fell.— The ſtranger 
then, calling to the vile inhabitants of 
the houſe, ordered them to take care of 
their abominable gueſt.— Then ſupport- 
ing me down ſtairs, for the terror I had 
undergone rendered me almoſt unable 
to walk, he handed me into a coach, 
and by my deſire, ordered him to drive 
to Groſvenor- ſquaro. 


Before 1 had time to offer my ac- 
knowledgments, he addreſſed me in 
theſe words :—how happy do I eſteem 


myſelf 
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myſelf that the commencement of an 
acquaintance with the moſt lovely of 
her ſex, ſhould give me any claim on 
her friendſhip; how ſupremely happy 
that I ſhould be the means of reſcuing 
from ruin ſuch divine excellence.— Oh, 
fir, I exclaimed, how ſhall I thank you! 
where ſhall I find words to expreſs the 
grateful. overflowings of my ſoul? - But 
what opinion muſt you have formed. of 
me from ſuch a ſituation as you diſcover- 
ed me in; or by what providential 
chance were your ſteps directed to that 
vile houſe? - Be compoſed, fair excel- 
lence, he replied; to-morrow. will un- 
ravel all — ſuffice it to ſay, for the pre- 
ſent, that after making eager ſearch for 
you through all the avenues of the thea- 
tre, ſome chance, ſurely more than hu- 
ma", directed my ſteps through the 
ſtreet where I diſcovered. you; as I 
paſſed by a. houſe ſome female ſhrieks 

aſſailed 
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aſſalled my ear, and the feelings of a 
man urged me to learn the cauſe - with 
a drawn ſword I ruſhed through a-crowd 
of wretched women who endeavoured 
to oppoſe my paſſage, and at length 
gained the apartment where you were 
confined—but we are already arrived. 
To- morrow, with your kind permiſſion, I 
ſhall wait on you, when 1 ſhall hope to 
find you recovered from the alarms of 
this diſaſtrous night.——The carriage 
ſtopped, and having conducted me up 
the ſteps, the ſtranger diſappeared. 


I found Sir John and Lady F——, 
in a ſtate little remote from diſtraction, 
at my abſence; and their joy at my re- 
covery was little removed from inſanity. 
But when I related to them my ruiracu- 
lous eſcape, we all fell on our knees, 
and joined in thankſgiving to that bene- 
ficent 
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myſelf that the commencement of an 
acquaintance with the moſt lovely of 
her ſex, ſhould give me any claim on 
her friendſhip; how ſupremely happy 
that I ſhould be the means of reſcuing 
from ruin ſuch divine excellence. —Oh, 
fir, I exclaimed, how ſhall I thank you! 
where ſhall I find words to expreſs the 
grateful. overflowings of my ſoul? - But 
what opinion muſt you have formed. of 
me from ſuch a ſituation as you diſcover- 
ed me in; or by what providential 
chance were your. ſteps directed to that 
vile houſe ?—Be compoſed, fair excel- 
lence, he replied; to-morrow. will un- 
ravel all—ſuffice it to ſay, for the pre- 
ſent, that after making, eager ſearch for 
you through all the avenues' of the thea- 
tre, ſome chance, ſurely more than hu- 
ma", directed my ſteps through the 
ſtreet where I diſcovered. you; as I 
paſſed by a. houſe ſome female ſhrieks 

aſſailed 
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1 

aſſailed my ear, and the feelings of a 1 
. 7 '$&] 
man urged me to learn the cauſe with 1 
1 
a drawn {word I ruſhed through a crowd Ws 
1 

of wretched women who endeavoured i 
h oY 

to oppoſe my paſſage, and at length 1 
4 


gained the apartment where you were 
confined but we are already arrived. 
To- morrow, with your kind permiſſion, I 
ſhall wait on you, when I ſhall hope to 
find. you recovered from the alarms of 
this diſaſtrous night.——The carriage 


ſtopped, and having conducted me up 


the ſteps, the ſtranger diſappeared. 


I found Sir John and Lady F——, 
in a ſtate little remote from diſtraction, 


at my abſence ;. and their joy at my re- 
covery was little removed from. inſanity. 
But when I related. to them my miracu- 
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lous eſcape, we all fell on our knees, 
and joined in thankſgiving to that bene- 
ficent 
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ficent Being, by whoſe divine Provi- 
dence I had been reſcued from deſtruc- 
tion, But I am called away—Oh my 
Georgiana! 


Adieu!—how I burn with impati- 
ence! and yet, how I tremble to ap- 
nroach him! * * *® 


— 


JULIANA BLANDFORD, in Continuation= 


Three oClock. 


On! my Georgiana/-—would'ſt. thou 
believe it! the lovely ſtranger is thy 
brother ——'twas he——'twas——'twas 
Lord 
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Lord Mortimer reſcued thy Juliana— 
twas he ſaved her from deſtruction ! 


When I came down to the drawing- 
room, Lady Fillamar aroſe, and taking 
me by the hand, my Lord, ſaid ſhe, 
allow-me to preſent to you Miſs Bland- 
ford—my Juliana, this, your deliverer, 
1s Lord Mortimer, the brother of your 
Georgiana.—Luckily I had reached a 
chair, for my tottering limbs were no 
longer able to ſupport me—a deadly pale- 
neſs and deeper crimſon, alternately had 
poſſeſſion of my face; I attempted to ar- 
ticulate, but my voice reſuſed its office. 
Your noble brother perceived my confu- 
ſion, but hekindly deviſed an excuſe, and 
attributed it to the effects of laſt night 
« Miſs Blandford, I perceive, is till too 


much affected by the confuſion of the 


play-houſe.” Amiable delicacy! he 


carefully avoided to mention that part 
| of 
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of the night in which he had fo large a 
ſhare, —<.My Lord, (I cried) how ſhall 
1 thank,” —No thanks, I inſiſt upon it 
let not the too ſenſible Juliana encreaſe 
her agitation by mentioning ſo diſagree- 
able a ſubject. The character of Miſs 
Blandford, continued he, has long ſince 
been well known to me. I had imagined 
it flattered beyond what human nature 
would admit, but I now ſee that even 
the warm partiality -of ſuch a friend as 
Georgiana, could not do it juſtice — 
But I am denied time, my Georgiana, 
to relate to you the particulars of this 
intereſting converſation, Lord Morti- 
mer informed us, that, impatient after 
three years abſence to embrace a father 
and his ſiſters, he propoſed to ſet ont 
for Belmont-caſtle in the evening, and 
he now waits for this letter. 


| How, my Georgiana, how do I envy 
your feelings; how do I anticipate your 
Joy 


22 . ws" v "SF" 2 ee” "* r 


n 4 1 


— 


77 


BELMONT CASTLE. 


he reception of ſuch a brother 
But, unwilling to detain him, I muſt bid 


you a haſty adieu. 


joy on t 


. 
* 
* 


JULIANA 
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FROM LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, re 
Miss JULIANA BLANDFORD. 


Belmont. Caſtle. 


1 T is true, my deareſt Juliana, I am 
in poſſeſſion of all the generality of 
females call bleſſings; title, youth, af- 
fluence, and, if I may give any credit to 
my glaſs, ſome little ſhare of beauty: 
yet, ſtill your Georgiana is not happy; 
—a too expreſſive ſenſibility renders her 
the weathercock of every nice, every 
delicate, every tender feeling ;—good 
Heavens !— I tremble at the thought of 

meeting 
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meeting a too amiable youth! into 
what flrange perplexities and misfortunes 
might not my too ſenſible heart tranſport 
me!—into what ſorrows too might not 
her's lead my Juliana -l tremble for you 
I tremble for my/elf, for, my dear, 
my amiable friend, are not our ſouls of 
the ſame temper ?—has nct Providence 
given to Georgiana and Juliana the iame 
tender ſympathies, the ſame delicacy of 
feeling, the ſame elegance of ſentiment? 
But my Papa has ſent for me—adieu— 
JJ x Wl 
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© You ſent for me, Papa ??—* Yes, my 
child, my love, my Georgiana !—You 
know I have ever conſulted your happi - 
neſs, ever watched over your education 
with a father's tenderneſs.” * Ever, my 
dear Papa, you ever have ;'—cried I, 
melting into tears;—* you have ever 


E been 
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been my tendereſt, beſt Papa; you have 
been too, too indulgent, and your Geor- 
giana will never be forgetful of your 
kindneſs.” *I did not ſend for you, 
my child, toupbraid you; but to acquaint 
you with my efforts for your-welfare.— 
You are now ſeventeen, and it would 


give me the trueſt pleaſure to ſee you 
ſettled, before the grave levels my 
honors and titles with the duſt :—I have, 
therefore, my-child, provided yau with 
a huſband—one who' I heard no 
more, at the name of }u/band, my fight 
failed me,—a cold tremor ſhook my 
knees, and I fell ſenſeleſs on the floor, — 
I lay in this ſtate of inſenſibility ſix hours, 
—when I recovered, I found myſelf in 
bed ;—my father, my brother, my ſiſter 
Cecilia, and my faithful Laura, weeping 
around me. They tell me Jam at times 
delirious—and that then I can repeat 
nothing but huſband'—and * Juliana. 

Iam 
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Jam now pretty well recovered—the 
embraces of a beloved brother have 
wrought in me the happieft of changes; 
Laura too conſoles me; the poor creature 
ſheds with me tear for tear - but my 


naughty brother interrupts me. 


Well, ſiſter, my ſweeteſt Georgiana, 
you look charmingly this morning— 
what, writing ?—and to our lovely friend 
Juliana; —and he ſighed * why do 
you ſigh, brother? —“ Have I not 
cauſe ?* he ſaid—and laid his hand upon 
his heart Oh, too enchanting Juli- 
ana! and he burſt into tears. Your 
Georgiana could not refrain from 
mingling her tears with his—he begged 
me to intercede for him with my lovely 
friend—melted as I then was how could 
I refuſe ?—he kiſſed my hand with rap- 
ture—called me his angel, his amiable, - 
amiable ſiſter - expreſſions how flattering 
from a brother ſo beloved, ſo doated on 


E 2 | as 
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as Mortimer by his Georgiana!—* Muſt 
I bribe my Georgiana's interceſſion ?'—. 
and he held me out your letter which he 


almoſt devoured with kiſles, * * * 
C % U Q Ü 404 0 # 
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LETTER XI.—in continuation, 


How have you alarmed me, my dear, | ſ 
my amiable friend !—what a ſtrange va- S. 
riety of emotions did your laſt raiſe in 
my ſoul.— Joy, ſorrow, anger, ſurprize, Y 
terror, deſpair, hope and anxiety, each » 


in turn agitated your Georgiana, and | 7 
reigned triumphant in her ſympathetic | 
boſom, * What, cried I in tears, mut 


have 


* 
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have been the feelings of my Juliana, 
at finding herſelt at ſuch an hour, and in 
ſuch a houſe, in the arms of ſuch a mon- 
ſt:r!—Gracious Heaven! What mult 
have been the terrors and wild deſpair of 
Lady Fillamar at the loſs of her lovely 
charge, —All-ſeeing Providence, how 
art thou entitled to our molt heart- felt ac» 
knowledgments for my juliana's miracu- 
lous eſcape !—what ſincere joy do I feel 
at her deliverance !—what joy too that 
Mortimer, the brother of her friend, her 
Georgiana, was the happy inſtrument of 
her releaſe; he loves, doats on my Juli- 
ana—ſhe too is not inſenſible to his per- 
fections! Happy, happy Georgiana !— 
could ſhe to the name of friend add the 
more tender and endearing appellation of 


Alter. 


Mortimer, my brother, the amiable 
Mortimer, has confeſſed to me the ſecret 
of his heart; he ſighs for Juliana do 


E 3 my 
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my lovely friend, pity your Mortimer, 
pity the brother of your Georgiana!— 
aſſuage his ſufferings—ellſe let me ſweet- 
ly blame my Juliana.— Cecilia too, the 
lively Cecilia, joins in my intreaties; ſhe 
vows ſhe will ever love her dear, ſweet, 
little Juliana—adieu—pity Mortimer— 
pity your Georgiana Aan [ trem- 
ble at the name! : 


GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, 


LETTER 
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From Tur Ho x. H. F. SC UD AMORE, re 
CoLOoN ZEL NEVILLE. 


Har ley- Place. 


SINCE my laſt, oh, magnanimous Co- 
lonel, I have been within a point of ruin- 
ing myſelf for ever, —All my bright proſ- 
pects, all my glowing hopes, had my im- 
prudent haſte nearly deſtroyed. My 
curſed impatience !—oh, I could rave— 
but ſoft !—theſe tranſports - better ſuit 
another place, and other ears than thine. 
1 Thank heaven, the danger is paſt 
z aud has left, yes, my friend, it has left 
E 4. this 
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this golden conſolation, this extatically 
tranſporting reflection behind it, that ſhe, 
my fair one, my Eliza, does not—angels 
#3tch the ſounds, and waft them thro” 
F e bright ether on your purple pinions— 
; does not hate the happy Scudamore; 
prepare for an innundation of joy, and 
bliſs unutterable. 


Yeſterday evening I walked over to the 


Grove the ſetting ſun gilded the weſt- 


ern hemiſphere with a rich Tyrian dye. 
the fleecy flocks and feathered ſongſters 
had retired to reſt—all ſave the love-lorn 
Philomel, who in plainuve ſtrains re- 
echoed thro' the grove. My heart vas ſof- 
tened—all nature ſeemed in union with 
my feelings. Give me my Eliza, heaven, 
I cried, or end at once this worthleſs being! 
Such were my reflections on turning into 
the houſe, where—oh, tranſport unutte- 
rable! oh, bliſs unſpeakable!—I found 
that urgent. buſineſs had drawn Lord 
| Clairville 
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Clairville to London, whence he was 
not to return for three days—to my 
deſigns three ages. —I approached the 
muſic-room, and heard the organ breathe 
forth ſuch dulcet ſymphonies as might 
well proceed from the fingers of a divi- 
nity. Happy Fergoleſi! never be- 
fore were thy conceptions realiſæd.—I 
ſtole in ſoftly—the adagro ſh2 was play- 
ing entered into my. ſoul—the lovely 
Eliza too ſeemed to feel it, and at the 
cloſe reclined her head penlively on her 
ſnowy hand. ——She heaved a balmy 
ſigh, ſo languiſhly ſweet that my ſoul 
was wrapped in Elyſium. My boſom 
too heaved reſpon{ive—the heard me, 
turned ſuddenly her lovely. head, 
and with a bluſh that made the ruby 
pale, exclaimed, * Good . Heaven, Mr. 
Scudamore!' Be not alafmed, Ma- 
dam,” cried I, nor with the poiſoned 
drop of your indignation, daſhthe cup of 

| 0 felicity , 
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felicity which the beneficent hand of For- 
tune offers to my lips.—Nay, ſtart not, 
ſtir not, fly not, lovelieſt of women !—] 
adore you, worſhip you—-my waking 
thoughts, my ſleeping ideas are occupied 


with your beauteous image.—Oh, nappy 


ſleep! in whoſe bounteous arms I find a 
refuge from my torture, for then is my 
Eliza kind but, alas, whither has my 
paſſion hurried me?—lIthought in eternal 
ſilence to have buried that carking, cor- 
roding care which conſumes my vitals, 
waſtes my ſtrength, and leaves me but 
the ſhadow of what once was Scuda- 
more !'—and I burſt into tears —Her 
lovely hand ſtill remaining claſped in 
mane, I preſſed it in an agony of diſtreſs to 
my eyes and my forehead.— Riſe, Sir, 
exclaimed the dear angel, witha firm dig- 
nity of manner which petrified my ſoul, 
and numbed all my mental and corporal 
faculties like the ſtroke of a ſpent thun 

derbolt, 
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derbolt, © riſe, Sir; I have already heard 
too muck—more than friendſhip can de- 
mand, or hotour warrant—tyrant ho- 
nour! cruel love! oh my torn heart! riſe 
I beſeech, command you—conſider if 
we ſhould be ſeen.” Seen my life, my 
angel,“ I exclaimed, * who is to ſee ? 
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— Come thick night 

„And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell; 
Nor heaven peep thro the curtainofthe dark 
To view my happineſs.” 


Oh, my Lady Clairville Gods, thank 
you! —and I caught her in my armi— 
but, ah, my friend, what is this world? 
Vain are our hopes of ſublunary bliſs ;,— 
even at the very moment when man, pre- 
ſumptuous, ſhort-ſ1ghted man, delights 
himſelf with a bright perſpective of ideal 
happineſs,” the ſtorm ariſes, the clouds 
condenſe, and the. whole airy viſion is 
daſhed by ſome left-handed God !-—Par- 
don this obſervation, my deareſt friend, 

| TH 
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it flows ſpontaneous from my heart, and 
cannot -l wiſh not toreſtrain its feelings, 


The dear, terrified angel, ſhocked at my 
audacity, inſtantly diſengaged herſelf fron 
my embrace, ang throwing herſelf at my 
feet, her lovely hair diſheveiled, her bright 
eyes ſuffuſed in tears Kill me, barba- 

rian,“ ſhe exclaimed, * draw thy bright 
{word, ſacred ever to honour and to juſ- 

rice, and ſheathe it at once in this boſom 

while it is yet ſpotleſs, nor ſully the pu- 

| rity of her, who to you, and for you 
| would ſacrifice her life, her ſoul, her all 
except her honour !'-=Curſe on my weak- 
neſr———wouldit thou believe it, that I, 
4 thy Scudamore, ſhould from my deareſt 
purpoſe be baffled by ſighs and prayers 
and woman's lamentations ?—yet, oh, my 
Neville, hadſt thou beheld as I did the 
lovely mourner proſtrate on the carpe. 
at your feet had you heard her piercing 
cries—had you felther briny tears, more 
x bright 
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bright than orient pearl, faſt dropping on 
your heart—had you, I ſay, felt all this, 
what had been your feelings ?—you muſt, 
yes, my friend, muſt as I did have paſſed 
the glorious, golden opportunity——l1 
know his generous nature, ever trem- 
blingly alive to the ſoft ſuggeſtions of 
philanthrophic humanity, muſt at once 


have ſunk before the united force of 


agonizing beauty, innocence in diftreſs, 
and purity more bright than the purity of 
the angelic choir, 


Adieu, my friend the menitory 
clock on the great ſtairs, with iron tongue 
and mouth of braſs, warns me to reſt— 
one—two—all nature is at peace ex- 
cept thy Scudamore, within whoſe breaſt 
an ague of tyrannic love deſpotic reigns— 
now firing my foul with glowing hopes 
—now freezing it with chilling fear 
alas!——oh, for an eternal ſleep Mor- 
pheus now lays his leaden maſe upon my 
„ 
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eyelids, once more adieu!—l go to 
dream of my beloved—dear, enchanting 
charmer - but I muſt to bed! to bed! 


to bed! ä 

H. F. SCUDAMORE, E 
| 
0 
ih 
1 

i 1 

Pi N 
[ 
| 


BELMONT CASTLE. 35 


"73 LET TS KEE 


Fot LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, To 
Miss JULIANA BLANDFOKED. ; 


Belmont-Caflic, 
On, my deareſt Juliana, how am I 
plagued to death with Colonel Neville's 
odious aſſiduities; tor this, my friend, 
is the huſband my papa would have 
provided for me. My Juliana knows 
my papa's violent attachment to noble 
birth and antiquity of family. Colonel 
Neville is, it ſeems, next heir to a duke- 
dom, and deſcended from the great 
Earl of Warwick, ſo famous in the plays 
of Shakeſpeare, Vain honours! empty 
| ſounds! 
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ſounds! Give me the man I love and 
a cottage, and I'll reſign, with pleaſure, 
luxury and nobility of birth to the ambi- 
tious and the inſenfible.—1 will try, 
my dear, to give you a deſcription of 
Col. Neville—he is tall and well made, 
with a good complexion, white teeth, and 
the air of a man of faſhion—but his 


eyes—oh, Juliana !—iis eyes are impu— 
dence itſe}f—none of that baſhful timi- 
dity, that reſpectful expreſſion, is conſpi- 
cuous in them, which diſtinguiſhes the 
virtuous lover—his eyes convince me he 
is a rake—think of it my friend, he 
dared to look ſtedfaſtly at your Geor- 
giana; and with a ſmile too pre- 
ſumptuous man! His converſation too 
is not chaſte, for he dares in my preſence 
to laugh at ſenſibility.— When he ad- 
dreſſes me, his voice, 'tis true, aſſumes a 
ſoftneſs; but ah! my Juliana, I can diſ- 


cover in it none of thoſe amiable heſita- 
tions, 
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tions, thoſe faultering accents, periods 
interrupted by ſighs and bluſhes, and 
thoſe ſtarts of paſſion ſo ſweet, ſo amiable 
in love which Werter uſes to his 
Charlotte—poor unhappy Charlotte 
amiable—butunfortunate Werter !—how 
oft has the recital of your pure but luck- 
Jeſs paſſion drawn the tear of ſympathetic 
tenderneſs from mine eye my tears 
blind me—why haſt thou, Oh Governor 
of the univerſe! given me a heart ſo ſoft 
— ſo ſuſceptible of tender impreſſions ? 


I bluſh my dear to tell you that a young 
farmer, who has within theſe few days be- 
come a tenant of my papa's—has raiſed 
in my breaſt an emotion which neither 
the Marquis of Beaujolois nor Col. Ne- 
ville have ever been able to inſpire me 
with, Oh, heavens, my unhappy lot!— 
that my heart ſhould feel for a perſon, to 
an union with whom it is impoſſible my 


Pa pa 
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papa ſhould ever conſent Ob, my Ju- 
liana, mult I confeſs to you my weakneſs? 
—] adore him. How did my Georgiana 
meet this victor, mayeſt thou ſay, where ? 
—vhen ?—how ? 


You ſhall hear—at 
church I perceived his eyes conſtantly 
directed to our ſeat ;—his countenance 
7 | open and touching to an extreme arrreſted 
f my attention.—I ventured to fea/ a look 
ö | at this too amiable youth, his eyes met 
148 mine;—we were both confuſed, and call 
our eyes downward, he bluſhed, and 
your Georgiana underwent a total ſuffu- 
ſion; his eyes ſpoke unutterable things, 
and I thought J could perceive a ſilent 
tear fteal gently down his cheek.— 
Perhaps, cried I to myſelf, perhaps he 
doats on ſome more beautiful, more 
happy maiden—for her that tear flows; 
for her that ſigh is heaved. Lady Geor- 
giana he does not aſpire to thee—collect 
thyſelf—let. not a ruſtic ſee thy weak=- 
neſs. 
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neſs How would the Earl of Belmont, 
thought I again, think of his daughter, 
his Georgiana, if he ſuppoſed her capable 
of beſtowing a thought on a:peaſant,—a. 
cottager? He would caſt out your poor, 
forlorn Georgiana, from his boſom, as a 
ſtain upon his blood. —Adieu—I go to 
make enquiry about this charming ſtran- 
ger.,—perhaps he may not be what he 
ſeems ; perhaps, but let me not indulge 
the flattering deluſion. —Adieu ! a thou- 
ſand times adieu.—Pray for your. 


GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIV. 


Fou MONTAGUE BELVILLE, Es d to 
JOHN EVELYN, EG 


Ekwnods Farm, 


deſcribing to him the beauties and ſttu- 


ation of my farm, I was not. aware of 


the arduous taſk I had undertaken; how- 
ever, as my enemies could never. up- 


braid me with breaking my word, I 


ſhould conſider myſelf void of every 
principle of honor and gratitude did [ 
prove leſs faithful to my friends, 


This delightful and romantic ſpot, to 
which, ſince my arrival, I have given 
” the 


WIEN! gave my friend a promiſe of 


4 
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the name of Elwood-Farm, is beautifully 
ſituated on the ſlope of a hill, enamelled 
with daiſies, violets and the purple heath, 
Cloſe to the door of my humble cottage 
runs a meandering rivulet, which ſerves 
at once for beauty and for uſe—when 
the fatigue of my ſpirits has thrown a 
plealing languor over my limbs, the mur- 
muring of this limpid ſtream * invites one 
to ſleep, — and when the golden ſun 
darts on it its chearing beam, the reflec- 
tion of this glaſſy rivulet caſts a filver 


brightneſs over the windows of my raral 
dwelling. 


« Oh! Sun, how pleaſing are thy rays, 
Reflected from the poliſh'd face 


Of yon refulgent ſtreams,” —— 


And, Oh! 


Ye ſtreams, if &er your banks I lov'd, 
If &er your native ſounds improved, 
May each ſoft murmur ſoothe my fair, 
Or Ohl-——'twill deepen my diſpair. 
| Alittle 
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A little beyond the rivulet, my friend, 
lies a ſmall, but beautiful and level lawn, 
where my fleecy flocks brouze in ſafety, 
and where my tender lambs and lamb- 

* kins ſport and ba- a in lovely native inno- 
cence and for my cattle —- Oh! 
Evelyn, 


« Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
« More charms than my cattle unfold.” 


The feathered ſongſters, too, ope their 
little throats, and it is impoſſible to con- 
CCIVE— 
From the plains, from the woodlands and proves, 
« What ſtrains of wild melody flow; 


How the Nightingales warble their loves 
« From thickets of roſes that blow,” 


And would my Georgiana but once deign 
to viſit my humble cottage, I have 
had ſo many rehearſals of my little natu- 
ral muſiciang— 


That 
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& That when her bright form ſhall appear, 
The birds ſhall harmoniouſly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft, and ſo clear, 


*& AS——/he may not be fond to reſign.” 


But, alas! my friend, all theſe natural 
beauties, I fear, will decay through your 
Belville's inattention the rivulet no 
longer pur]; the feathered ſongſters war- 


ble; nor any fences reſtrain my cattle, 
for, fince— 


2 


* Georgiana vouchſafed me a look, 
„I never once DREAM'D of my vine 


« May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine,” 


Ah, too lovely Georgiana | if ſleep per- 
chance cloſe my eye-lids, it is but to 
dream of thee.—1I, for a moment, ceafe 


to feel my woes and ſorrows; nay, even 
think I am happy.:;— 


os 
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« think I preſs with kiſſes pure 
« Your lovely roſy lips; 

« And you're my bride, I think I'm ſure, 
Till gold the mountain tips.” 


Forgive this apoſtrophe, my Evelyn, it 
was involuntary—the name of Georgiana 
acts as a charm upon me, and ſteals me 
from myſelf. But to return to my farm, 
trees, ſhrubs, roots, flowers, {pread 
themſelves proſuſely over its ſurface, and 
it charms in all the various, delight{u!, 
pleaſing diverſities of wood and water— 
no other ruſtic (for ſo I now ſtile my!) 
can boaſt that he poſſeſſes.— 


So white a flock, ſo green a field.” 


How if Georgiana deign to accept my 
vows I tranſporting thought !—how if 
ſhe deign to become my bride, to unite 
her fate with mine; and * to travel 


with me hand in hand down life's ſteep 


vale,” 
« How 
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« How if ſhe deign my love to bleſs, 
„My fair one muſt not hope for dreſs.” — 


But ſhe will not—I know her ſenſe—1 


know her mild and contented, placid 
diſpoſition, and beſide, — 


I told my nymph, I told her true, 
My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few.” 


= But I have treſpaſſed too far on my 
» | S Evelyn's patience; ſuffice it to ſay, that 
my cottage and farm contain every beau- 
ty that art or nature can beſtow, and 
what chiefly endears them to the heart 


of Belville is, that a walk of ten minutes 
tranſports him to the groves of Bel- 


? -- 

' | mont——the Earl too, Evelyn, as a re- 
1 f | 

s ward for ſaving his Georgiana from a 

it | : 

5 ram, has given me permiſſion to ſport 
on his demeſne, where chance may pro- 
” Y Pr 


cure me an interview with the idol of 


F my 


gs BELMONT CASTLE. 


my ſou!l—Oh! Evelyn, rejoice with— 
congratulate 
Your 
M. BELVILLE. 


P. 8. 

There is nothing like perſect hap- 
pineſs in this life—I have juſt 
learned that three of my cows are 
in pound for treſpaſſing on the Vi- 
car's gle be unfeeling man! 


BELMONT CASTLE. 99 


LE 1 ©: IS» 


\ 


Fzoum LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, re 
Miss JULIANA BLANDFORD. 


Belmont. Caſtle. 


Tu gmpathetic heart of my Juliana 
will ſurely rejoice at my good for- 
tune. My faithful Laura has formed an 
acquaintance with Belville, for that is 
the name of the dear unknown, who— 


*clad in humble ruſſet grey,” has made 


ſuch ravage in the heart of your poor 
Georgiana, —He is. continually ſaunter- 
ing about the groves of Belmont, like 


the diſconſolate ſhade of ſome unhappy 
F 2 , lover 


* 
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lover.—She has obſerved him walk fre- 
quently in the duſk of the evening with 
downcaſt eyes, folded arms, and irre- 
gular ſtep.— Good heaven] how fortu- 
nate if I prove the cauſe of his uneaſi- 
neſe—adieu for a few hours—a walk 
round the ſhrubbery will give me more 
ſpirits for converſation with my Juliana. 


. * = . „ OT 7 
_ — — — — — 


OH! my Juliana what an eſcape!— 
bleſſed Providence! oh ! the gallant Bel- 
ville! prodigy of ſtrength, tenderneſs 
and courage !—oh my Juliana what an 
eſcape! my reflections did not allow 

me 
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me to perceive that I had ſtrolled be- 

yond the ſhrubbery and had got to ſome 
| diſtance from the caſtle -I was ſuddenly 

rouſed by the appearance of a furious 
| Ram—what could I do?—lI attempted 
ow to run, but fear had fixed me to the 
ground—the raging animal made to- 
wards me with all its force—the fright 
and near approach of danger had ſuch 
an immediate effect on me that I ſunk 
into a ſ\woon—when oh! my friend, who 
ſhould appear at that moment but Bel- 
ville the lovely ſtranger ; he ſaw my 
danger and flew like lightning to my aſ- 
iſtance—ran between the animal and 
your Georgiana, ſeized it by the horns, 
and with one effort flung it over the pal- 
ing into the road. 


When I came to myſelf J found I was 
in the arms of my deliverer, who had 
uſed every means to recover me: my 


224 ſurprize 
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ſurprize at finding myſelf in ſuch a ficu- 
ation with my head reclined on the bo- 
ſom of Belville, threw me again into a 
ſwoon ;—at length he brought me tomy- 
ſelf, raiſed me up, and with the tzndereſt 
accents enquired- after my health.—I 
thanked him ;—he offered me the aſſiſ- 
tance of his arm—how could I in gra- 
titude have refuſed it ?—he ventured to 
preſs my hand ;—how could J have re- 
ſented it? — l felt hurt at his preſump- 
tion - but my heart forbad me to chide. 
Sir,“ ſaid 1“ you have bravely ſaved 
my life at the hazard of your own;"— 
and I preſented to him my purſe. © No, 
Madam,” cried he, interrupting—* tho 
] wear a peaſant's garb, yet my foul is 
ſuper:or to my condition, I have ſeen 
better days”, and he burſt into tears, 
„ no, lovely Lady Georgiana—by aſſiſt- 
ing you, Belville is more than overpaid, 
all he defires is that Lady Georgiana will 
ſometimes 


23923 — — 
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ſometimes deign to think of one who 
would with pleaſure lay dow his life in 
her ſervice—that ſhe will not deſpiſe a 
perſoa whoſe only happineſs in life is, 
that he has been the fortunate iaſtrument 
of Lady Gzorgiana's preſervation”, 


The pathetic manner in which he ut- 
tered theſe words, kneeling all the while, 
affected me extremely. Rife, Mr, Bel- 
ville,” ſaid J, ſtretching out my hand, 
which he kiſſed with fervour, „“ be ab- 
ſured I have too much grateful ſenſibi- 
lity ever to forget my deliverer, one too 
ſo generous, ſo diſintereſted.” We 
had by this time approached the caſtle, 
Belville bowed and left me; as we 
parted I thought I could perceive the big 
tear ſtart from his expreſſive eye, which 
ſeemed to ſay, © adieu Lady Georgiana, 
your Belville doats on, adores you.“ 


F 4, The 
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The moment I got home, I retired to 
my chamber and gave vent to my feel- 
ings in a flood of tears. How I pity 
Belville! pity did I fay? alas! I fear] 
love him. Have I not often told my Ju- 
liana how unhappy that tyrant paſſion 
would render her friend, her Georgi- 
ana? I at this moment feel a preſen- 
timent of ſome heavy misfortune—ah |! 
teach his grateful I am aſhamed to ſay— 
doating Georgiana how to thank her Bel- 


ville! 


3 o'clock. 


OH! my tormented heart!—all is 
hurry and confuſion at the caſtle. Mr. 
Belville, when he threw the raging ani- 


mal 
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mal into the road, overturned the Vicar's 
gig. The doctor threatens him with an 
acton, which my papa has promiſed to 
defend. —Adicu—adieu.—-Oh! how I 
long for my Juliana to indulge my ſor- 
rows, and ſpend in her dear, dear ſoci- 
ety, a few-half hours of elegant diſtreſs! 


GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 


E. 8. 

Sir James Daſhton has compoſed the 
following elegant morceau on my. 
eſcape from the Ram. - 


« Sweet-briar wounds the roſe has thorns, . 
« And eke, alas! the Ram has horns. 


«- But this huge Ram had been a bore, 
** If Georgiana. he ſhould gore.“ 


F 5 LETTER 
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MS. * $.8-XYL 


Fa o MONTAGUE BELVILLE, Eso. 
To JOHN EVELYN, Es q., 


Elwood. Farm, 


CONGRATULATE me, my dear, 
dear Evelyn, on my unexpected good 
fortune, I have ſucceeded beyond my 
utmoſt hope—for, how could I have had 
the preſumption to expect that I, all un- 
worthy as I am, could have made any 
impreſſion on a heart fo fraught with 
every excellence, ſo replete with every 
accompliſhment, ſo diſcerning, yet ſo in- 
nocent, ſo tender, yet ſo guarded, fo free 
from 
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from ſuſpicion, yet ſo fenced by natural 
modeſty, ſo elegant; ſo perfect, ſo ſup2- 
rior, yet ſo unpreſuming as her's ?.,—N), 
Evelyn, it were impoſſible, did. not ſome 
ſecret divinity uphold me and lead me to 
thatparadiſe Iſought—that paradiſe where 
ever blooming ſweets ſhed their enticing 
and chearing perfumes—where the lilly 
and the roſe, the pink and the auricula, 
the geranium and carnation, the ſweet- 
briar and violet, the hiacinth and the 
hare-bell, blend. their various colours and 
each by the brightneſs of .its own, throws 
a. luſtre over the tint of the other. — The 
ſenſibility of her ſoul, my dear Evelyn, 
is only to be equalled by the graces of 
her perſon, and the enchanting, ſoftneſs | 
of her manners—of whoſe perſon ? of 
whoſe manners?—you . will exclaim. 
Why, whoſe but the lady Georgiana's? © 
There is to me on earth no object but 
her, none did I ſay ? yes Evelyn, ½ 

| friendſhip, 
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friendſhip, % goodneſs ſteals my ima- 
gination at times even from the enchant- 
ing Georgiana, 


Yeſterday I walked forth in deſponden- 
cy I knew not whither ; judge then of my 
aſtoniſhment, when on paſſing my charm- 
er's favourite arbour, the name of Bel- 
ville pronounced by a female voice, in the 
accent of the Avon ſwan, ſweetly vibrated 
on mine ear. I ſtopped, liſtened, found 
I was beloved, ran and fell on my knees 
before . her; the lively colour forſook her 
cheeks, her eyes cloſed and—Georgiana 
fainted. A tender ſympathy deprived me 
alſo, for ſome moments, of my faculties, 
I ſoon recovered—the fituation of my 
angel alarmed me. What was to be 
done? I dare not call for aſſiſtance; 
nor had I my eau de luce in my pocket. 
In my eagerneſs and confuſion I put my 
hand on my ſnuff-box, threw out the 
rappee, ran to the limpid rivulet, filled 

the 
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the box with the flowing ſtream and— 
recovered my Georgiana. The dear 
angel opened her languiſhing eyes and 
thanked me with ineffable ſweetneſs 
we both diſſolved into tears—at length 
the dinner bell rang and we muſt part, 
ſhe ſmiled and bade me not deſpair— 


and when ſhe ſmiled, my Evelyn, as the 
judicious Lee expreſſes it.— 


Not ſea-born Venus in the courts beneath 
When the green nymphs firſt kiſſed her coral lips, 
« All poliſhed, fair and waſhed with orient beauty, 
« Couldin my dazzling fancy match her brightneſs.” 


Oh! Evelyn! Georgiana muſt and 
ſhall be mine—l have no fortune, no at- 


tractive titles—for himſelf alone ſhe loves 


the happy Belville. Lady Cecilia 
ſure does not ſuſpect my paſſion! but 
muſt ſhe not? when I gaze my ſoul 
away, when my tell-tale eyes but too 
plainly diſcover what my heart would 
wiſh to conceal.— Why then do I delay 


to 
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to diſcloſe to the old and venerable Earl 
my paſſion for his lovely, angelic Georgi= 
ana? —adieu—his Evelyn ſhall ever be 
neareſt the heart of 


M. R. E LVNVIL.L E. 


LETTER 
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E228 0 R XVII. 


Faom-Tae Hon, H. F. SCUD AMORE, 
To. Cor. BELVILLE. 


Harley-Place. 
On, my friend, I fear, much I fear, 


my weakneſs has ruined me.—Twice 
ſince I laſt wrote to thee, have I been at 
the Grove, but in vain Lady Claire 
ville refuſes, obſtinately refuſes to receive 
me. She is ill, dear ſuffering faint, 
and thy Scudamore ſighs in all the an- 
guiſh of ſympathetic ſorrow, — Alas, 
I am the cauſe, the unhappy cauſe ef 
her calamity,,—Clairville too, the mon- 


ſter, 
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ſter, maltreats her. —What ſhall I do? 
Good angels, guard my love - h my 
heart, my. agonizing heart !—2urſe on 
this woman's weakneſs. 


Eaſt night I again attempted to- gain 
admiſhon at the grove, but, alas, with- 
out ſucceſs —As I returned, my ſteps 
were involuntarily led to the ſpot where 
} had the happineſs to preſerve the in- 
valuable hfe of my Eliza. A. thouſand 
tender ideas came crowding in my ſoul; 
the ſky was clear, the azure vault Was 
ſpangled with myriads of ſtars, which, as 
we are told in the ſacred volume of 
Truth, “run their courſe rejuicing.”” The 
moon in maiden modeſty aroſe, and ſhed 
a ſilver light over the ſolemn ſcene; all 
nature was ſerene, I locked up to hea- 
ven, the tears flowed down my cheeks. 
Alas, thought I, why was I born? Why 
ſent into this breathing world? What is 


the world to. me without my love? and 
ſhe, 
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ſhe, Oh, miſery! Oh, diſtraction! diſdains 
me. Cruel Eliza ;—unpitying ſtars, ye 
ſhine-as bright as though my love were 
kind; the moon too, has ariſen in cloud- 
leſs majeſty, as much compoſed as though 
my ſoul were calm. —See her bright face 
unmoved; the beaſts, the birds too are 
' retired to reſt, and all the functions of 
nature- are exerciſed in the ordinary 
routine, regardleſs of my miſeries. Oh, 
Heavens! Oh, earth! Oh, ſeas! Oh, ſkiest 
bear witneſs to my ſorrows; and ye 
chaſte ſtars, anſwer, if in your nocturnal 
revolution ye have, with rays benefi- 
cent, glimmered on the griefs of ſuch a 
wretch as Scudamore ! 


My fancy could not ſuſtain the picture 
of miſery which my reaſon had drawn, 
and I funk down on the verdant green- 
{ward in an agony of deſpair. Yes, my 
Eliza, I exclaimed, we ſhall meet both 
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here and hereafter —'ye ſhall know one 
another again—and I hung my penſive 
head meditating on futurity, and the 
tranſmigration of ſouls, 


Suddenly the ſcene was changed, the 
clouds gathered, and in an inſtant burſt 
on my defenceleſs head in cataraQts of 
rain; the hoarſely bellowing thunder 
muttered out diſcontent; the vivid glare 
of the briſk lightning flaſhed forth in- 
dignation; I was wet to the ſkin, but 
what of that 


he tempeſt in my mind, 
« Did from my ſenſes take all feeling elſe, 
« Save what beat there.“ 


It is well, I cried, this jarring: conflict 
of the elements, faint emblem of the diſ- 
cordant paſhons which rend my heart, 
ſuits well with the gloomy habit of my 
foul—but Ohl the-unhappy mariners, ex- 
poſed to the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm 3 


hcw 
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how ſhall they bear it, when the labor- 
ing bark climbs the foamy ſurge as high 
as to the heavens, and ducks again as Jow 
as to the ſhades of Tartarus. Yes," 
gallant ſeamen, for you I feel—and my- 
cheeks were again ſuffuſed with briny 
torrents !—but my paſſion for Eliza has 
rendered me but too ſenſible of the ſor- 
rows of others—pity the ſoibleſſe of my 
heart—Tam as weak as a child. 


All this while Iſtood on the common 
expoſed, defenceleſs, to the rage of the 
elements, [I ſtood unmoved, unfeel- 
ing, as if I had forgot myſelf to ſtone, 
To ſooth my ſorrows and calm the tempeſt 
of my mind, I took out of my pocket, 
(which I always carry about me) a pa · 
tent flute of Potter's, wich the additional 
keys touched the inſtrument, which 
vibrated on my ear in {ympathetic ſor- 
raw, ſtrains ſuited to my ſtate: { 


Water 
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« Water parted from the ſea.” 


And, the heavenly air of the divine 
Jackſon: 


« For ever Fortune wilt thou prove, 
« An unrelenting foe to me.” 


Cruel Fortune, I exclaimed, unſcrew- 
ing my flute, and putting it again into 
my pocket, when will thy malice have 
an end- and I burſt again into tears. 


But here I was interrupted by the ar- 
rival of my chariot, which my truſty 
William had prepared and brought forth 
in queſt of me I ſuffered mylclt to be 


conducted back to Harley-Place, where 
I found a chicken boiled for my ſupper, 
and a blazing wood-fire in the chimney: 
Shall I confeſs it to you, my friend, ſpite 
of my feelings, ſpite of my love for 
Eliza, I changed my clothes, eat my 

chicken, 
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chicken, and drank a flaſk of Burgundy 
after it. And can thy angelic purity, 
my love, forgive ſuch groſs ſenſuality? 
Thou who art purity itſelf !\—impoſhble. 
Yet, thou art good and tender as thou 
art beautiful——ſtill will J hope for thy 
forgiveneſs, and in the awful hour of diſ- 
ſolution, that dear reflection ſhall ſooth 
my ſorrow, and calm the agonies of my 
ſoul in her departing moments! 


With grief I find, my friend, that the 
frail machine which wraps me, the pri- 
ſon of my ſoul, is unequal to theſe flights 
of ſenſibility.— I am, to-day, confined to 
my chamber with a violent ſore throat 
and ſwelled jaw; my voice is ſcarce 
audible, and lam fo enveloped in flannel, 
that, between my love and this diſguiſe, - 
thou wouldſt hardly know thy Scuda- 
more; but whatever change cruel Deſ- 
tiny may inflict on my outward form, 


my 


"TTER 


The unhappy 
H ” SCUDAMORE. 


— 1 
= 
R A 
= ge” 
— D 
— = 
8 w 
0 92 U 
* 4 
& = 8 
S 83 
E 3 © 
0 = n vw 
<= + ne” 
= 
<= 3 
_ 8 
— > > => 
5 3 
— 2 
Lb 
— 
8 2 
2 
E 


E 
8 
pany 
+ 
2 
< 
.— 
* 
Ut 
— 
= 
Q 
O 
© 
2 
« - 
2 
2 
S 
= 
* 


41S BELMONI CASETLY, 


— 


— 


a — — — — — — 


—— ͤ—j—ü— — 

— — —̃ —— toe own, 
— —— — — — — — 8 — —— — 
— — - 


— — 


— — —t —— —— 


BELMONT C ASTLE 119 


LECT PF RAVI. 


Fou LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, To 
Miss JULIANA BLANDFOKRD. 


Belinont-Cafite, 
On! my deareſt Juliana, what a diſ- 


covery !—give me joy a thouſand times. 
Belville has confeſſed to me he loves me, 
with a vaſſion ſtill more violent, if poſſi- 
ble, than mine for him.—Strange! you 
will ſay, that Belville, the hitherto timid, 
reſpectful Belville, the youth who ſighed 
at humble diſtance, ſhould have dared to 
confeſs a paſhon ſor your lovely Georgi- 
anal not quite ſo ſurprizing, my dear 
but liſt. 


Yeſterday 
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Yeſterday the weather was remarkably 
warm; and I had given orders for my 
Piano forte to be removed to my favou- 
rite arbour, where .Georgiana and her 
lovely Juliana have paſſed away ſo many 
pleaſing hours of ſenſibility and inno- 
cence.—Thither I retired to enjoy the 
cooling breeze and think on Belville— 
the pleaſing ſolitude of this delightful, 
ſequeſtered, and romantic ſpot; the 
united odours of roſes and jeſſamine, 
and eglantine; the warbling of birds, 
and the (oft murmuring of a limpid rivu- 
let, which you remember runs cloſe to 
this enchanting bower—all, all conſpired 
to throw me into the moſt agreeable la- 
ſitude and pleaſing dejection of ſpirits. 


Alas! ſaid I to myſelſ—how hard is 
the fate of wretched, wretched Georgi- 
ana! Ye little warblers: you are 


not reſtrained by tyrant cuſtom from 


whiſpering your pure and innocent loves 
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to the object of your choice ou have, 


no rigid, cruel, cruel parents to force or 
reftrain your inclinations; but free as 
the air, your kindred element, you hop 
from ſpray to ſpray accompanied by 
the charming partners of your cares and 
affections—bathe in the ſame” rivulet 
—1:d when the deſcending ſun warns 
you of -night's approach, you retreat in 
chearfal, endearing innocence to the 
ſame pendent cottage, and repoſe like our 
{ſt parents on the ſame downy pillow. 


Here the reflection of my ſorrows over- 
came me—and I fat ſome minutes, with 
my head reclined on my hand, diſſolved 
Oh! my friend, how would 
you at that moment have pitied your 
Gevrgiana! how would the ſympathetic 
tear have gliſtened in my Juliana's eye! 
At length, aſhamed of my weakneſs, I, 


in tears. 


after a violent effort, in ſume meaſute re- 


G covered 
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covered my ſelf—roſe up and walked 
with trembling ſtep towards the F479 
' forte—ſat down, and began with the 
n oſt lively expreſſion that ſoothing ſtrain, 
which, 1 told you, I had com poſed on 
my paſſion for the too charming Belville: 


AIR I. 


My tender, too ſenſible heart 
Throbs quick when my Belville is near; 
But, alas! when he ſtrives to depart, 
My ſoft check 1s bedewed with a tear. 


II. 


Thus the roſe, when mild Zephyr appears 


With emotion inclines its ſweet head; 
And the deu drops reſemble my tears— 
See—the roſe- bud with weeping is red. 


III. 


1 am like the ſoft down on the peach, 
And Belville the inſect within 
'The juicy ripe heart he can reach, 
But leaves its ſweet bloom to the tin. 


My 


1 
_ 
* 
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My tears, deareſt Juliana, flowed with 
ſuch unceaſing rapidity towards the ca- 
dence of the laſt verſe, that they pre— 
vented me from ſeeing Belville, who had 
during the ſymphony ſtolen into the ar- 
bour with the ſoft and ſilent lep of love. 


Judge then of my feclings, my dear, my 


amiable friend, when I beheld the lovely 
youth at my feet, batted in tears and 
preſſing my hand with all the enthuſiaſtic 
fervor of the tendereſt rapture !— His 
touch thrilled to my ſoul -I ſighed 
breathed ſhor:—and fainted away.— 
When I came to myſelf, I found the ter- 
rified Belviile, who was by this time re- 
covered, (for he allo had fallen into a 
{woon) ſtill at my feet, and bathed j 
tears —Ah! cried he, in the ſoſteſt, ten- 
dereſt accents—* do 1 behold my Geor- 
giana revive ?—Jo | once more ſee the 
carnation reſume its empire over her 
check the coral biuſh upon her pouting 
(3-2 lip, 
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lip, and the beam of love, innncerce 

and beauty gliſten in her eye? -I do— 
SITE iv 1 

Georgiana revives, and I am happ) 


I remained all this time in a ſtate of 
the utmoſt confulton—I was ready t9 
fink at the thought of the diſcovery | 
had made;— Riſe Sir,“ ſaid I faintly, 
and ſtriving to diſengage my hand— 
© you have meanly intruded on my pri- 
vacy and learned the ſecret of my heart; 
but know ſir, faid I rarfing my voice, 
© my partiality for you is not ſo violent, 
but I can reſent your intruſion, and make 
Mr Belville as much the object of my 
hatred and averſion, as I am weak 
enough to confeſs, he has been that of 
my eſteem and perhaps of” my tears 
and confuſion ſtopped my utterance.— 
Charming, angelic creature, lovely, en- 
[chanting Lady Georgiana,“ cried he, in 
mournful accents, ſtill holding my hand 
in his,” do not, do not fly me - pardon 

the 
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the rudeneſs of my intruſion ; pardon 
your Belville who adores you—chance 
alone brought me here—chance then 
alone ſhould incur my Georgiana's diſ- 
pleaſure ;'—and he burſt into teart—his 
tears moved me—how could I fee my 
Belville * kneel at my feet and ſigh to 
be forgiven'?—* Sir, replied . your 
apology is ſufficient and for this time I 
pardon you; — he ſeized my hand and 
almoſt devoured it with kiſſes ;—* en- 
chanting goodneſs,” cried he, * oh, happy 
intruiion ! oh, fortunate diſcovery I now, 
now Fate I defy thy malice my Geor- 
giana, that dear, enchanting idol of my 
ſoul, does not, does not hate me. — At 
that moment the bell rang as a ſummons 
to dinner. Leave me, Sir, cried | haſ- 
tily,—< what leave you Lady Georgiana, 
exclaimed he'—and in this dreadful un- 
certainty of deſpair!* Sir replied I, with a 
imic—.he coward alone deſpair.—a 
G 3 beam 
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beam of joy and gratiinde ſhot over his 
_ countenance; le killed my hand with 
rapture—fl:w acroſs the lawn and was 
out of ſight in a moment. 


With a thouſand mixed emotions [ 
moved ſlowly toward the caſtle—adieu, 
my dear, how 1 long for your friendly 
boſom to re poſe on. My Father ſure 
will never conſent to my union wich a 
perſon ſo much below me 1n birth and 
fortune as Mr. Belvillc—all is duubt— 


fear and diſtraction—adicul—adieu! 


GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, 


LETTER 


= 
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Peu THe How, H. F. SCUDA MORE, To 
CoLONEL NEVILLE. 


Portland- Place. 


You will doubtleſs, Colonel, be not a 
little ſurpriſed at the date of this letter; 
but that ſcoundrel Clairville has by ſome 
vile means or other imbibed a ſuſpicion of 
my attackment to his wife, and in an in- 
ſtant hurried her up to Portman-Square. 
I flew after them on the wings of love 
and rapturous ex pectation, and have fat 
at home, per due, coiled up like an ani- 
mated ſerpent, meditating miſchief for 

G 4 this 
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this fortnight. ! have imps employed 
to watch the door of Clairville's houſe, 
and learn from them that her ladyſhip 
never ſtirs out, —I know her attachment 
to the pleaſures of Lon don, and am theres 
fore well convinced that the brute, her 
huſband, reſtrains her liberty.—— Gods! 
Ye mighty Gods! and ſhall ſuch tings 
be? Alas, my Eliza! why cannot I fly 
with thee to ſome deſert wide and wild 
there where no Clairvilles reign, preſs 
thee to my panting heart, and revel on 
thy beauties, unviewed by all, fave the 
eyes of guardian angels who, recording 
cur tranſports, would drop a tcar of pity 
on the bock, and blot them away for 
ever! 


But ah, my friend, (ſuch bliſs is denied 
to thy unhappy Scudamore all day, 
all night I rave of nought but my Eliza. 
My head is unſettled—tears dim my 
eyes ſcarce know what I write. 


Yeſterday 
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Yeſterday morning I came down to 
breakfaſt with only one ſtocking on, and 
without my Robe de chambre. I poured 
the coffee 13to the ſugar- bowl, and emp- 
tied the cream ewer into a cad.lie of 
gunpowder tea. My faithful William's 
patience is almoſt exhauſted with my ex- 
travagancies Mirror of domeſtics! thy 
ſervices ſnall not go unrewarded or for- 
gotten; he brought me my other ſtock- 
ing and my gown-—l ſuffered him to 
put them, on, ſitting myſelf all the time, 
like Patience on a monument ſmiling at 
grief, and inſenſible of his aſſiduities. 
Put ah, my friend! what is exterior? 
what is dreſs ?—oh, Eliza! Eliza! 


Think not, however, that my own mi- 
ſeries ſo completely fill my ſoul, but that 
in one corner there is ſtill room to ſym- 

G 5 pathize 


LY 
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pathize with thee, - But alas, thou art not 
thoſe denials and 
difficulties but arouſe your ſpirit which 


formed like me 


would fick me into the gloomy abyſs of 
dark deſpair. Yet, by heaven, I will 
not ſuffer alone! No!——herel give 
my fooliſh dejectioan to the viewlzls 
winds!——avaunt my fears and now 
ſor enterpriſe. 


And damned be he that firſt cries—hold, enough! 


Yee, Colonel, thy friend will once more: 
be himſelf, no longer the humble, deſ- 
ponding ſlave of this dear, dear 
durſt not write her name, leſt before the 
magic all my ſrail reſolves ſhould vaniſh 
into air. 


Lord Clairville, I learn from my ſpy, 
is corſtantiy at lady Middleton's, who is 
likewiſe in town, and frequently remains 
tele a tete with her ladyſhip till four in 
the morning.—A thought occurs— 


„Oh 
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„Oh gloriousthought! —by heaven I will enjoy it, 
« 'Tho' but in fancy.” 


What it is, you muſt be ignorant till 
my next. I fly to execute 1t— 
adieu, my Neville, —wiſh me ſucceſs. 


Your's as ever 


ö 


H. F. SCU DAMORE. 


AMA 


LETTER 


— 
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rr. 


Fou LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, 2 
Miss JULIANA BLANDFORD. 


Belmont- Ca ſile. 


Mv affection for my deareſt Juliana, 
has ſuggeſted to my hoſom a thouſand 
excuſes for her long filence—the horrid 
account of your danger, in the letter of 
which my brother was the bearer, and 
which was the laſt 1 have received, raiſes 
a thouſand glaring phantoms in my 
breaſt ,and, my imagination pictures 
you, perhaps ſinking under the brutal 
violence of ſome lawleſs ruffian, or 


parched 
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parched by febrile heat, occaſioned by 
the agitation of my Juliana's ſpirits, D) 
my ſweet, my amiable friend, take up 
your pen but for a moment, and give eaſe 
to the apprehenfive ſoul of your Geor- 
giana—tell her, you return her amiable 
brother's affection, and that you will en- 
able your Georgiana to ſtile you by a 
more endearing appellation. Apro- 
pos I believe that whimſical being, 
Sir James Daſhtcn, is enamoured of my 
ſiſter Cecilia he pays her the moſt 
marked attention—and ſhe, you know 
her paſſion for flirtation—contrives to 
have him continually at her heels.— 
Whenever ſhe ſees him approach, - ſhe 
pretends to avoid him and runs into the 
wood or the ſnrubbery, whether Sir James 
literally dances after her, and on an hour's 
ſearch, perhaps all the while /ans chapeau, 
returns to the caſtle out of breath, where 


my laughing ſiſter had arrived long wa 
* ft 
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He gets numerous falls to which Cecilia 
encourages him, by pretending to enters 
tain doubts of his activity; and when- 
ever we ride an airing, ſhe ſwitches his = 


ſpirited horſe, which immediately rung de) : 


off with him, to the great entertainment 
of our little party, 


We rode yeſterday to Elwood races, 
where my giddy ſiſter contrived to {et 
off Sir James's horſe amongſt the crowds 
of carriages on the courſe ; and Sir James 
had been inevitably killed, had not my 
Belviile ſprung from his ſaddle like light - 
ning, and ſeized the animal by the bridle, 
at the hazard of his life.— Belville at that 
moment appeared to me in ſo amiavle a 
light, that I could not reſtrain myſelt 
from breaking out into an exclamation 
in his praiſe but luckily my ſiſter, who 
ſometimes rallies me on my ruſtic ad- 
mirer, was too much interreſted in Sir 


James's ſafety to attend to what I ſaid. 
Sir 


\ 


. 


- 
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Sir James was in raptures with my ſwain, 
and thanked him in the molt extrava- 


cant manner, nay abſolutely infiſted on 
his riding back to our groupe, where he 


ko \received the thanks ard compliments 

t my papa, the other gentlemen, and 
Cecilia ;—he returned then politneſs by 
a moſt greceful bow—fſaid he deſerved 
D0 praiſe for any attentions he had the 
honcur of paying the Shirley family, and 
at the ſame time darted at your Georgi- 
22a a glance fo expreſſive of tenderneſs 
and Jove, as pene:rated to my very 
ſoul.— My papa inſiſted on his accom- 
panying us to dinner at the caſtle, 
which he modeſtly declined, thro' a 
fear, as J could diſcern by his expreſſive 
eyes, of giving even a moment's uneaſi- 
neſs to his Georgiana. 


All the way home we talked of indif- 
ferent matters—all ſeemed charmed 


with my Belville's converſation, except 
Colonel 
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Colonel Neville, in whoſe eye lurked jea- 
louſy and -averſion.—On! my Juliana, 
how I dread that monſter—adicu— thin 
on Mortimer — think on— 


GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, 


LETTER 
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By 


LF FT E -$ AL 


Fou LORD MORTIMER, To JOHN 
EVELYN, Es q. 


Belmont-Cafile, 


RESTORED as I am to my family 
and my friends, ſurrounded by every 
thing that the moſt capacious mind could 
wiſh for, yet, my Evelyn, am | far from 
happy.— The idea of the too lovely Ju- 
liana ſtill diſturbs my peace. Too juſtly 
didſt thou prophecy, my friend, my 
heart, which for theſe three years with- 
ſtood the attacks of all that France or 
Italy could boaſt of, is at length ſubdued, 


D 
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Do not think, however, I am aſhamed ot 
my defeat; no, I glory in the chains of 
my Juliana—my Juliana, did I fay?— 
Oh, Evelyn! that ſuch I could call her 
But thon knoweſt the foible of my fa. 
ther; noble as is his character and par- 
tial as Jam to it, yet muſt J admit and 
lament that haughty pride, which, how- 
ever, it may often be the parent ct ir- 
tue, is as frequently productive of the 
moſt unhappy errors. Never, Evelyn, 

never would he content to an alliance 
with Juliana; his fond partiality for bis 
ſon aſſures him that I ſhall add to the 
ſplendor of our farnily; the proudeſt of 
our peers, he thinks, might be honored 
by an union with me; and ſevere indeed 
would be his diſappointment, to behold 
me married to one, Whoſe family, how- 
ever exalted her merits, has been con- 
taminated by trade. My amiable ſu- 


ters have none of theſe ſcruples, they 
perceive 


SSL MONT CASTLE: +99 


perceive my paſſion; the ſprightly Cecilia 
rallies me upon it, ſhe ſays ſhe knows I 
am too dutiful to marry without the 
Earl's conſent, and thinks the beſt way 
is for us both to die for love, it will 
make ſo charming a ſubject for a novel. 
My lovely Georgiana iympathiſes with 
me, and as ſhe correſponds with my 
Juliana, I have the conſolation of gazing 
on her writing and imprinting a thouſand 
kiſſes on her adored name. 


Poor Georgiana! I am afraid ſhe is a 
fellow-ſuffcrer.—Belville, whom, I be- 
lieve, you Know, has taken a farm near 
the caſtle; he is become intimate in the 
family -moſt eminently does he po 
ſeſs ail the virtues cf the heart, and ſel- 
dom have I found ſuch abilities ſo highly 
polſhed,—The inequality of his fortune, 
however, will I am afraid, in my ſather's 
mind, be on eternal bar to their union ; 


though 
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though never were there two hearts ſo 
adapted to each other by nature, 


Sir James Daſhton, who is at preſent 
at the caſtle, is a fund of entertainment to 
us; he certainly is enamoured of Cecilia, 
though that ſly girl will not let me fee 
whether the flame burns with reciprocal 
violence -I muſt: own I ſhould not be 
concerned if a match was to take place; 
for Daſhton, though he is ſvch a cox- 
comb, has certainly a good heart, and 
the ſprightly humour of Cecilia is the 
beſt adapted to rally him out of tis ab- 


ſardities. His paſſion makes him more 
ridiculous than ever. He has got a 


phaeton of the moſt extravagant height, 
and he drives ſix horſes with ſuch raſh- 
neſs, that I am really afraid of his neck; 
he has already got half a dozen falls, 
but luckily the only conſequence was a 

great deal of mirih at his expence. Not 
ſatisfied, 


— 
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ſatisfied, however, with his preſent phae- 
ton, he told us the other day, that he 
had beſpoke one as high again, and la- 
mented that the eriquette was for none 
but the king to have more than fix 
horſes, or he aſſured us, he would drive 
eight in hand. He likes the prince's 
character very well, but then, ſir, he ſel- 
dom goes beyond a gig or a curricle.— 
As for Pitt, he may be a good ſtateſman, 
but—-he can't drive.—Notwithſtand- 
ing theſe extravagancies, Sir James has 
many excellent points. His underſtand- 
ing is naturally an excellent one; and 
the ſame vanity which makes him 
wiſh to be at the head of the faſhion had 
an admirable effect in carrying him 
through his ſtudies, and there are few 
branches of learning, and few polite 
accompliſhments in-which he does not 
make a diſtinguiſhed figure.—— This 
deſire of univerſal-pre-eminevce is pro- 
dudtive of a thouſand curious circum- 


ſtances; 


ſurpriſe to find him poſleſſed of the 
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ſtances; Doctor Clarges, whoſe dee 
learning you are no ſtranger to, dined 
the other day at the caſtie. Sir James, 
waole dreſs on that day was peculiarly 
extravagant, with ſurpriſing volubility, 
had entertained us during the whole time 
of dinner, with a diflzrtation upon drive 
ing; to this ſucczeded an account of the 
new method of handling cocks; he in- 
informed us of a receipt poſſeſſed, and 
indeed invented, by his Frenc':man for 
making pearl powder; and, he con- 
cluded with a panegyric on the inventor 
of patent ftockings. The Doctor 
liſtened to his rhapſodies with good 
humoured patience ; but after dinner he 


entered into a converſation with my f. 
ther upon a late publication on the laws 
of motion; ſuch a coxcomb as Sir James 
he imagined would be obliged to liſten 
with ſubmiſſive ſilence; but what was his 


ſame 


* 
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ſame fluency of words on a philoſophi- 
cal ſubj2& as he had diſplayed on the 
former ones: and poſſeſſed of the ſame 
defire of pre-eminence, whether in 
eſtabliſhing the orthodoxy of a diſputed 
reading, or claimirg the invention of a 
faſhionable button, - But theſe levi- 
ties, Evelyn, can but for a moment 
divert my thoughts from their adored 
object, —Thy preſence perhaps might 
tend in ſome meaſure to alleviate my 
ſufferings: When am I to hope for it? 
When will your afis'rs in Yorkſhire be 
ſo ſettled, as to let you give ſome time 
to your friends? Of them all my dear 
Evelyn, it is needleſs to ſay, there is 
none more 11:cerely yours, than 


MORTIMER. 


LETTER 


= — — ' — — 
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FROM Miss JULIANA BLANDFORD 7: 
LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 


Grofveror- Square 
MV deareſt Georgiana's laſt letter 


has affected me with various emo ions, 
mirth at the character of Sir James Daſh- 
ton, ſo humourouſly drawn; pity for the 
doating Belville ; but on what you ſay of 
me.— Oh, my Georgiana! can you the? 
think that ſuch would be my return for 
all the favours confered on me by you: 


family. Lord Mortimer !—oh, heave". 


the accompliſhed, noble Mortimer! The 
repreſentative 
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repreſentative of that ancient houſe 
no, my Georgiana—tell him not to caſt a 
thought on the unhappy Juliana, tell him 
ſhe would periſh rather than diſappoint 
the high hopes of his doating family; tell 
him that grandeur is not the ambition of 
Juliana, but that on him it is incumbent 
to ſupport the honour of his houſe to 
extend the luſtre of his name; his friends 
will expect, and juſtly expect ſome great 
alliance, ſome ſplendid connexion ,—and 
would you have me be ſo meanly ſelfiſh 
as to contribute to the downfall of theſe 
high hopes? no, my Georgiana, i know 
my own heart, and never, never ſhalt thou 
have room to accuſe me.—But I hear 
Lady Fillamar calling me to attend her 
to the opera; ſome buſineſs which occu- 
pied me the whole morning prevented 
me from ſitting down earlier to converſe 
with my Juliana, and as I will not ler a 
polt paſs without giving you even a few 

11 | lines 
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lines, I am obliged to cloſe this. May 
Fortune be ever propitious to my Geor- 


giana, are the wiſhes of her 


Unalterably affectionate 


JULIANA BLANDEORD 
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RT ERR. a0 


ou The Hox, H. F. SCUDAMORE, 
10 Cor. NEVILLE, 


85 ; 1 thought of dying, better things ap- 
pear ,—yes, Colonel, congraiulate, feli- 
eitate me;—my Eliza, for mine I may 
d now call her, is kind, and I am happy. 


« Bleſt as th' immortal Gods is he!” 


: (Plague on_it— it ſhould be 7) and now, 


* My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute 
That not another moment like to this, 
dðueceeds in unknown fate!” —— 


—＋ 
2 


Damn 
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Damn your quotations, methinks [ 
hear you cry, what in the devil's name 
does all this rhodomontade lead to?— 
lead, my friend —to bliſs, to tranſport, 
to rapture, to Lady Clairville, (there is a 
climax for you!) Oh, my ſoul's idol, my 
heart's treaſure, my charmer II have 
been quaffing Burgundy to her dear 
health till my head reels like a ſmoke- 
jack, and my heart flames like mount- 
Etna, or the face of Lady * But 
ſhe 1s mine, the dear, dexr, enchanting 
lovely angel—no, not yet—not abſolutely, 
literally mine, but to-morrow night. 
Gods! — 


Venus, be thou to-morrow great! 


Yes, my friend, to-morrow night ſur- 
renders, - unconditionally, the lovelieſt, 
faireſt, kindeſt of her ſex; to the trium- 
phant arms of thy happy Scudamore. 

Laſt 


'* The Editor chooſes, for good reaſons to ſup- 
-prels the name of the lady alluded to, 


Pe 
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Laſt night, when the pale moon, and 
ſilent Stars, ſhone conſcious of my inge- 
nuity, I put on a livery which I had be- 
ſpoke in exact imitation of Lord Clair- 
ville's; (by the bye 1 made a deviliſh 
ſmart footman) and at eleven o'clock, 
when my ſpy informed me his lordfhip 
was houſed at Lady Middleton's, I ſet 
out to Portman-ſquare, knocked at 
the door, the porter who was drunk ad- 
mitted me without ſuſpicion, and I de- 
ſired to be ſhewn to Lady Clairville, 
having a meſſage to deliver from his 
Lordſhip.—l1 knew Clairville was faſt for 
four hours at leaſt, My ſcheme ſuc- 
ceeded to a miracle. I was ſent into the 
drawing room where her ladyſhip fat 
alone in her night dreſs. Good Gods, 
ſuch a figure! ſuch eyes! ſuch hair! ſuch 
teeth! but all this I have told you of 
before.—-Well—1 ran over to her, threw 
myſelf at her feet, ſeized her ſnowy hand 


H and 
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and pre ſſed it to my lips. © Oh, my Lady 
Clairville, cried 1 in tranſport, can you 
forgive the innocent ſtratagem which 
love, the tyrant deity before whom all 
mortals bow, and immortals alſo, in- 
ſpires f'——Sir, * ſays the dear lovely fair 
one,“ this is very extraordinary beha- 
viour!—1 hoped that the ſtern repulſe 
which rigid virtue dictated, had ſtiſled 
in the bud thoſe preſumptuous hopes, 
that like another Phaeton with daring 
head would ſeize the glowing chariot of 
the ſun/—begone, for ever quit my pre- 
ter.ce, nor with your impious paſſion 
ſhock mine ears, elſe will I this very mo- 
ment, ſpite of your prayers, your tears 
and proteſtations, ring for my footmen 
and have you expelled with ignominy 
nom the houſe ! What could I do, 
my iriend ?—l faw her lovely eyes kin- 
dle with indignation, and ſhe held, ma- 


jeſtically, her ivory finger on the ſpring 
of 
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of the bell. I inſtantly drew forth a 
piſtol from my right hand coat-pocket, 
for I had brought a caſe for the nonce 
(not loaded indeed for fear of accidents, 
my piſtols not having ſtops to the cocks) 
and exclaimed in piteous accents,. oh, 
Wetter, Werter what a ſoul was thine |— 
Come, death !—come, grim king of ter- 
rors - come to a wretch's aid |—eaſe at 
once the weight of miſery under which I 
groan-—come! oh come! — All this 
while the dear angel, I ſuppoſe from ap- 
prehenſion, remained fixed at. the fire- 
ſide, looking earneſtly to ſee what would 
follow ;—* and will you, my Eliza, I ex- 
claimed, behold my death?—will ſhe + 
ſee thoſe eyes. cloſed in eternal night, 
which pant but to look on , her ?—will 
he, unpitying, doom her Scudamore to 
deſpair and certain deſtruction ?' 
Finding her ſtill fixed as a ſtatue, in an 
agony I drew. my other piſtol from my 
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left hand coat pocket, and cocking it 
ſat down on the ſota. Thus then, I 
cried, I bid a long adieu to a life of ſor- 
row ;' and applying the muzzle of one to 
my left temple, and the other to my 
right ear, I had the ſupreme felicity to 
hear my charmer exclaim—*. Cruel Mr. 
Scudamore! would you then ſhoot your- 
ſelf in my preſence ?—* my angel, | 
cried, flinging away the piſtols and fly- 
ing to her feet, do you then wiſh me to 
live? — now indeed is my life of value 
in my eyes, ſince my Eliza deigns to 
caſt away one thought on its preſerva- 
tion; yes, my fair, for thy dear fake 
will I take all imaginable care of it, and 
every moment of my future exiſtence 
ſhall be devoted to thy ſervice !'—] 
jaw the ſoft emotion of tenderneſs beam 
from her radiant eyes, and was deter- 
mined to follow my blow. To-morrow 


night, I exclaimed, my angel, the ob 
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at Almacks give a ſuperb maſquerade— 
behold this ticket !—ſee on the paper 
how the magic pencil of Cyriani, aided 


by the creative graver of Bartoloczi, has 
pourtrayed the goddeſs of pleaſure, 


peeping with laughter-loving eyes thro' 
her maſque—behold at her knee a little 
cupid whoſe lips an emblematic bandage 
binds; that bandage which groſſer ſpirits 
have transferred to his eyes—ſee this 
emblem explained in choice [talian, Mulo, 
non cieco, Mute, not blind —and can the 
ſoft heart of my Eliza withſtand all 


this??“ No, Scudamore, ſhe cried, I can 


be no longer inſenfible to your paſſion, 
nor ſhall thy tenderneſs go unrewarded— 
Lady Clairville may perhaps be cruel, 
but to-morrow evening at the Pantheon 
in Oxford-ſtreet, if thou ſhouldſt meet a 
ruſtic nymph, clad in a white jacket, 
trimmed with a veſtris blue, ſhe may 
perhaps liſten to thy vous; here a 


H 5 loud 
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lond knocking at the door interrupted 
our converſation—'tis my Lor], ex- 


claimed Lady Clairville, and if he ſees 
you I am ruined.'—* Fear not, my angel, 
! cried,” for I ſhall deſcend by the back 
ſtairs—then ſeizing her lovely hand ! 


devoured it with kifles and withdrew 
undiſcovered. 


On my way home my joy was ſo great, 
my tranſports ſo violent that, abſorbed 
in reverie, I ran full againft a chimney 
ſweeper and overſet him. The fellow 
role inſtantly from the kennel, and damn- 
ing the blind eyes of thy Scudamore, 
ſtruck me on the face—my choler role, 
and J, forgetting my rank, and aſſuming 
the manners as well as garb of a footman 
returned the blow—a ſcuffle enſued 
which terminated in a boxing match.— 
The mob having formed a ring e 
ſtripped and ſer tomy antagoniſt ſtood 


ap very fairly, and /fopped ſeveral 5 
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my beſt blows with conſiderable dexte- 
rity and ſkill; but at length, thanks ta 
the kind inſtructions of the immortal 
Mendoza, the tutor of thy friend in 
the gymnaſtic ſcience, I put in a raig be 
blow juſt under the left ear of the ſooty 
hero, which upſet him inſtantly 12 the 
mud, and ſpread a momentary . ſtupor 
over all his faculties—on this he gave in 
and allowed thy now victorious. friend to 


be the better man. But ah, my Neville, 
what is victory? hat is fame? The bloom- * 


ing laurels of thy Scudamore are diſgraced « 


by a * duſky circle, which invelopes his 


right eye. —The vanquiſhed chimney - 
tweeper called the watch—l attempted 


to.bribe the villains, but. found to my in- 


effable confuſion, that the - gentleman 
who had been my ſecond in the co:nbat, 
had rewarded himſelf for this exertion 
of friendſhip, with my watch and 
What was to be done?—T 


purſe, 


charged 


4 v 
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charged my adverſary, in my turn, and 
we were led off to the round houſe. 
On my arrival there I ſent for my ſhoe- 
maker, who inſtantly bailed me out, and 
at his interceſſion I forgave the ſweep, 


As I wear a maſque to-morrow night, 
I am in hopes Lady Clairville may not 
diſcover the derangement of my eye. 
For this purpoſe I ſhall aſſume the motley 
garb of an Harlequin, as his maſqus 
covers the whole head. ——Adieu, my 
friend I have ſcribbled a volume.— 
Wiſh me ſucceſs either fortune is 
baſely my enemy, or to-morrow night 
makes me the happieſt of men.—15 
triumphe ! Raptures and Paradiſe !—— 
Venus and the Graces ! 


© Lutes, laurels, ſeas of milk, and ſhips of amber! 


H. F. SCUDAMORE. 


LETTER 
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E 


Frxou LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY, To 
Mies JULIANA BLANDFORD. 


: Belmont- Ca ſi le. 


Mr father's cruel obſtinacy, and Co- 
lonel Neville's tireſome and odious 
paſſion, have at laſt compelled me to a 
ſtep a precipice at the ſight of which 
a few weeks ſince my blood had run 
coid, —To avoid being forced to marry 
a man I hate and deteſt, I have con- 
ſented this night to elope with Bel- 
Ville——elope —I dread even to write the 5 
word—what terror, then, muſt not the 
act itſelf raiſe in my timid boſom ?— 
Yes, my Juliana, to elope with a perſon 
almoſt 
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almoſt a ſtranger to me !—what will the 
world ſay of me ? —how will a malicious, 
talking world cenſure your G2orgiana— 
but I care not, the world to me, is my 
conſtant, taithful, amiable, dear, dear, 
Belville, and my friend, my lovely Juli 
ana, Yes, my Juliana, ſecure of thy 
friendſhip and my Belville's love I could 
roam with pleaſure over the fandy 
deſarts of Arabia. 


Hear unappall'd the tawny Tion's roar, 
And bellowing tygers rage along the ſhore!” 


Renounce every delicacy of life, ima- 
gine the infrequent ſpring my tokay, and 
the wild berry my veniſon—the whiſt- 
ling of the unpitying wind around my 
defenceleſs head, acrompanied by the 
ſoft accents of my friend would be to 
me the ſofteſt muſic; and if I once 
longed for an habitation it ſhould be 
that I might ſhelter Belville and my Ju- 
liana from the rude inclemencies of the 

weather. 


. 
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weather.—adviſe me, my friend, what to 
do !—elope !—this night Oh! my pal- 
pitating heart—nine o'clock !—adieu— 
my lovely friend—pity—think on your 

GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 
P, S. The following lines I found hung 


on my favourite tree this morning. 
Go! ſcroll, my Georgiana tell 
Ha much I love her, and how well! 
« Go, ſcroll, and whiſper in ber ear, 
Her love, her faithful Belville's near; 
„Tell her, if by pale Cynthia's light 
« Shell meet her true love here to night, 
« That without ripening ſun or ſhower 
* Panſies ſhall blow in half an hour; 
« Beneath her foot the roſe ſhall bloom 
« Without its thorn but with perfume, 
The pink, the violet, and gilly- 
„Flower ſhall ariſe, and eke the lilly: 
« Go, faithful ſcroll, and to her view 
Recall her doating Montague.” 


Oh! Juliana, are they not tenderly ele- 
gant! 


LETTER 
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LET 4 EK AXY, 


Fxom MONTAGUE BELVILLE, Esq. to 
JOHN E VELYN, Es q. 


Elwood. Farm, 


Anu, my Evelyn -I am the hap- 
Pieſt of mortals—Georgiana, the deer 
angel, has conſented to be mine—tihis 
happy night at the hour of ten, gives my 
Charmer to her longing . Belville—— 
Adieu, my friend,—at the Shrubbery 
ſhe meets me!—/ ſhall have a chaiſe 
prepared! Then, Fortune, I deſy 
„ thee !“ - Once more, adieu!—] am al! 
Joy, rapture, and expeQation in the ex- 

treme— 
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treme. Adizu!—to hope for the Earl, 
her father's conſent, were madneſs, — 


Adieu, adieu ! 


Ten ofclock the chaiſe is ready 
my throbbing heart tells me it is time. 


Once more, my friend, adieu! 
adieu lo f 


M. BELVILLE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXVI. 


Prow COLONEL NEVILLE, 20 
FITZROY SCUDAMORE, Es. 


Belmon:-Caſtic, 


B RAVOT Scudamore, braviſſimo— 
thou doſt buſineſs. with a vengeance— 
thou muſt-have the eyes of a baſtliſk, to 
make that haughty fair one Lady Clair- 
ville drop like a ripened peach into your 
arms.—L.aſt week you were dying with 
deſpair, and now you proudly {ing © 1 
iriumphe.” This night you feaſt on beau- 


ty—this night too, your Neville riots ia 


the charms of Georgiana, —Yes, my 
friend, 
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friend, my Fitzroy this night your 
Neville leads her far from Belmont, and 
forces the cruel tyrant beauty to her hap- 
pineſs. Tiſt to my plot am I not a 
precious villain ?—'lt is true I am, but 
love and revenge at once agitate my 
furious ſoul, and overcome my weaker 
reaſon, Lady Georgiana has; this night, 
agreed to eloape with Belville; he has 
aſſumed the diſguiſe of a pealant more 
effectually to cloak his deſign, I have 
intercepted a letter of Lady Georgiana's 
to him appointing the time, place, and 
fignal this letter have I forwarded 
to that Belville, but altered the hour of 
meeting. At nine, veiled in the duſk of 
night, I carry of my Georgiana—and 
atten I have fo contrived that Belville 
ſhall miſtake my Sultana, Lucy, for his 
Georgiana.— Then my Scudamore, ſhall 
I feaſt on ambroſia, and claſp the deli- 


cious angel to this panting boſom !\——_ 


Congratulate 
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Congratulate your Neville—when I have 
triumphed over my Georgiana's virtue, 
to eſcape the cenſure of the malicious 
world ſhe muſt conſent to be my wile. 


Adieu—lI fly to my charmer— 


« Oh! this night, 


« Or either makes us, or undoes us quite,” 


RENRY NEVILLE, 


LETTER 


ES TT EN. ARE 


From LADY MYRTILLA MIDDLE- 
TON, ro LORD CLAIRVILLE. 


My dear Lord, Felbeck-ftreet, 


Reap the incloſed, and if you have 
one ſpark of honour, if you would avoid 
the name of credulous, wittol huſband, 
you know your courſe.—Aſk not how I 
came by this intelligence, but act as 
becomes Lord Clairville, if ever you 
hope again for happineſs in the arms of 
your's, as ever, k 


M. MIDDLETON. 
[Incloſed 
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[Incloſed in the foregoing.] 


To LADY MIDDLETON, 


MADAM, 


THE many kindneſſes Ihave received 
from your ladyſhip, bind me fo ſtrongly 
to your commands, that I feel it my 
duty to let you know that my maſter is 
to meet my Lady Clairville this night, 
at the maſquerade, from whence, they 
propoſe adjourning to a certain houſe in 
Soho, kept by one -—-: Iam to be there, 
and have every thing prepared.—In 
purſuance of your commands, I think 
it 1s proper to acquaint you of this, 

And am, madam, 
Your Ladyſhip's 
Very humble ſervant, 
WILLIAM HUGHES. 


Monday morning. 


LETTER 
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Fxou MONTAGUE BELVILLE, EAG. 
To JOHN EVELYN, Ese. 


Belmont. Caſtle. 
EvELYN—1 have done the deed !— 
The villain has paid with his forfeit life 
the ruin of my Georgiana.—Oh! my 
friend that ſpotleſs innocence, that pa- 
radiſe of ever blooming ſweets has been 
diſgraced—diſhonoured—raviſhed—by 
Colonel Neville, that monſter in human 
ſhape—that villain—that—but this arm 
has ſtretched him breathleſs on the plain; 
he lives not to mock our ſufferings, or 
to triumph in his villainy. 


Laſt 
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Laſt night, I flew at the appointed 
hour to the ſhrubbery, where I found, as 
I thought, my Georgiana, eagerly ex- 
pecting my arrival, with all the impa- 
tience of the tendereſt love.— I caught 
her in my arms, and hurried her into 
the chaiſe, which drove off like light» 
ning—for two hours ſhe obſerved the 
moſt profound ſilence, which I, ideot as 
I was, attributed to the agitation of her 
ſpirits. At laſt, a violent jolt of the 
chaiſe, cauſed by a rut in the road, ter- 
rified my companion, and ſhe exclaimed 
in the wildeſt emotion, © Oh, Heavens!“ 
So unlike was this exclamation to the 
muſic of my charmer's well-known voice, 
that two thoufand frightful ſuſpicions, 
two thouſand alarming ideas ruſhed at 
once upon my foul, Luckily, I had in 
my pocket, one of Dr. J. Brown's pa- 
tent machines for ſtriking light in a mo- 

ent] drew it forth with trepidation; 

and 
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and lighting the waxen taper, diſcovered, 
to my inexpreſſible torment, features l 
had never beheld before z—* who att 
thon?” cried [—almoſt frantic with de- 
ſperation, * and where is my Georgi- 
% ana?—Which of you have conſpired 
againſt my peace ?—and whatenvious, 
e blaſting hand hath thus inſulting daſh- 
« ed the cup of bleſſing from my lips? 
& Whither ſhall the wild, diſtractzd Bl. 
ville turn him? Where ſhall he ſeek * 
his poor, abuſed, deluded Georgiana? 
* Stop fellow,” cried I, to the poſtillion, 


in voice of thunder, at the ſame time 
ſtriking out the glaſſes, and burſting 
open the door of the chaiſe—* Stop 
[ * this moment ;"—my companion in 


n an agony of terror, at my ravings, could 
- ſcarcely articulate in faultering accents, 
5 * Colonel Neville has deceived you 
n; 


and is now with your Georgiana—on 
12 te 


7 BELMONT CASTLE. 


| the road to—London,”——utte. ing 
the. words ſhe fell into a ſwoon, from 
which the hurry of my deſpair would 
not allow me to recover her. —W;}4 
and raving like one diſtracted, I mount- 
| ed one of the .chaiſe horſes, harneſſed 
as he was, and bare-headed—with 2 
loaded piſtol in each hand, rode on at a 
furious pace—exclaiming ..aloud—now 
on the name of Neville, now on that cf 
my Georgiana.— And Oh, Evelyn! 
| as if my tortured ſoul ſtood: in need of 
| horrid objects to encreaſe its gloom— 
the ſtorm and rain beat about my bare, 
| defenceleſs head; no friendly ſtar ap- 
| - peared—and the il-omened-bird of night 
1 ' from the decayed mouldring battlements 
| of a ruined tower, ſhrieked in the wild 
ard chilling tone of madneſs and deſ- 
. pair !——-IJn this diſtracted manner did 
| I ride on two hours, till my horſe picked 
up a nail. —Judge then, my friend, of 
-my ſituatièn.— I, at that moment, felt 

Fall 
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all the torments of the damaed—what 
could I do? forced, alas! to purſue on 
foot—my weak exertion could not Keep 
pace with my ſwiſter revenge at laſt— 
| propitious heaven threw a farmer in ray 
way I dragged him from his horſe, (all 
the time, demanding of him my Georgt- 
ana, in accents that might move a ſtone 
to pity) inſtantly mounting his ſteed, I 
| flung my purſe at the poor fellow's head, 
and ſet off in full gallop, ſtill more impe- 
nous than before it length paſling 
over a wild deſerted heath, my ears 
were alarmed by the piteous ſhrieks of 
a female—every cry went to my ſoul 
* perhaps, cried J, in a phrenzy, this 
emale may be my Georgiana, my love 
Icking beneath the brutal violence of 
a tyrant raviſher—— perhaps, this very 
noment, he inhumanly riots in her hea- 
enly charms; whilſt the lovely diſtract- 
d mourner calls in vain for ſuccour, and 


12 pierces 
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pierces the unpitying air with cries for 
Belville to reheve her! Love, rage, 
indignation and deſpair gave wings ty 
my impetuohty—1 drove onward to the 
houſe from whence the ſhrieks proceeded 
—the guilty door yielded to my force— 
I ruſhed up ſtairs, and in my hurry and 
confuſion, 'Oh Evelyn! cut my hin 
againſt the balluſtrade !—— Adieu for a 
few moments, Iam ſent for by my be- 


loved. | 
( 

8 5 ( 

0 

(BELVILLE in continuation.) e 

| 10 
As I reached the room, the tumult d fr 


my ſoul ſcarcely allowed me to perceive i k 


the accurſed Neville, who :ſtood pre- 
pared to oppoſe my: paſſage, a lock dt 
horror, which he could not diſguiſe, toi 


me 
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me in the moſt forcible language, that 

the deed was committed; I ruſhed by 
: him regardleſs of a loaded piſtol which 
he held in his hand, and burſting through 
the door, good heavens, what were my 
a feelings? - Gods! hadſt thou, my Eve- 
lyn, but ſeen the beauteous, injured girl, 
her hands locked in a cloſe embrace. 
her bright eyes immoveably fixed, while 
from them deſcended - copious floods of 
briny tears.—Aſtoniſhed, petrified at the 
ſight, I ſtood for ſome moments motion» 
leſs; at laſt, Oh, my Georgiana! 1 cried, 
doſt-thou not know thy faithful Belville ?- 
Ch, ſpeak, my Georgiana, ſpeak to thy. 
diſtracted Belville.—The lovely mourn- 
er, for a moment, caſt on me a wiſtful 
look — heaved a ſigh. hat ſeemed to ifſue 
from the bottom of her ſou}, and refumed. 
her former poſition; at this moment, 
I 3: wrought. 


-  - x" 


It of 
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wrought up to a pitch of deſperation, 1 
ſeized a piſtol, which I had laid upon the 
table, arid calling to the deteſted Ne. 
ville, wretch, ſaid J, prepare to receiy- 
that puniſhment due to thy unequalled 
crimes. The monſter, with an appear- 
ance of indifference, nodded conſent, 
and taking our ground, my fuſt bal 
went through his head; the noiſe of the 
piſtols brought up his ſervant, with the 
people of the houſe; they inſtantly ran 
to aſſiſt the unhappy wretch, who ſeemed 
to be in his laſt agonies; with dit 
faculty he got out theſe words ;——0h, 
Belville, I have fallen juſtly con- 
jure the injured Georgiana to forgive= 
Oh, heaven! bave Mercy———11ave mer 
cy his voice failed him—and after the 
moſt excruciating agonies, which laſted 
above ſeven minutes, he expired. 
Thus, Evelyn, have I, in ſome ſmall 


degree, 
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degree, avenged the wrongs of that 
angel.——So exceſſive was her ſtupe- 
faction, that even this ſcene of blood: 
was unnoticed: . every effort that was 
poſſible I made uſe of to awaken. her 
from this lethargy, but in vain. Find- 
ing it impoſſible to reſtore her, and un- 
able to procure any aſſiſtance, I removed. 
her to the carriage, and with all the 
caution poſſible, drove her back to the 
Caſtle. During all this time ſhe. re- 
mained perfectly ſenſeleſs. But when 
we at length arrived, Oh, Evelyn! the 
ſcene that followed! Her venerable fa- 
ther, on the news of her arrival, ruſhed 
out, and .claſping her in his arms, had 
ſcarcely uttered the name of child when, 
awakened by his paternal ' voice, ſhe. 
uttered a ſcream. that pierced the very 
walls of the caſtle; and, for near an 
| hour, did ſhe continue ſuch agonizing 
fivicks as filled every heart with ainaze- 
14 ment 
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ment and horror, Her brother on one 
ſide, holding her folded in his arms, and 
Cecilia on her knees, endeavouring to 
ſooth her agitated ſou}, her noble father 
ſrated on the other ſide. Such a 
groupe — Sir James Daſhton running 
from one apartment to the other, ſum- 
moning the domeſtics, and diſpatching 
them for aſſiſtance ; while thy Belville, 
aſtoniſned by grief, was calling on the 
name of his beloved, and acting the 
part of the moſt frantic Bedlamite.— 
At length, a neighbouring phyſician ar- 
rived; he ordered the ſuffering angel 
immediately to be brought up to her 
chamber, and none but her ſiſter and 
the neceſſary attendants to be admitted ; 
here, by the aſſiſtance of medicine, he 
reſtored her to a ſtate of calmneſs. 


In this interval, the reſt of the family 
being collected, Mortimer, with looks of 
the 
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the moſt frantic impatience, conjured me 
to collect my thoughts, and to unveil to 
them this dreadful myftery.—During. 
the horrid” recital, the various feelings of 
my auditors were ſtrongly" depicted on 
their coutitenauces; but the hotror of- 
the Earl, and the wild, furious ait of 
Mortimer, exceeded all deſcription; when 
came to that pa?t of my narrative 
which related the fall of Neville, Mor- 
timer, claſping me in his arms, exclaim- 
ed, Oh, my Belville! well haſt thou re- 
venged the wrongs of our houſe. But: 
how, how ſhall we reward thee — Give 
me my Georgiana, I exclaimed, inter- 
cede with thy noble father, and let all 
that is paſt: be forgotten. Generous : 
young man! cried. the Earl, and canſt 
thou aſk her diſhonoured as ſhe is?: 
thy noble ſentiments. beſpeak thy illuſ- 
trious deſcerit; and-if my Georgiana ſur- 


vive this fatal day, I promife ſhe ſhall be 
| * E thine. 
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thine. But much, much do I fear. 
Here the agonizing thoughts of his be- 
loved daughter cut ſhort his ſpeech. 


Oh, my Evelyn, my head is diſtrac- 
zed, I rec!—my, brain, grows giddy, the 
calmneſs, that hitherto ſupported me, is 
gone, —Pray for us, my Evelyn!—2cay 
tor my Georgiana, pray for thy 


| ; BELVILLE, 
Tueſday, anale 23, 1787. 


R. G. 
MIGHT I treſpaſs ſo far on the good- 
[neſs of my Evelyn, as to requeſt of him 
to ſend me down a bottle of Goulard's 
vegeto mineral-water, and ſome gold- 
beater's leaf for my ſhin, which, ſpite of 
my woes, I feel at times, intolerably pain- 


ful. Alas, my fr iend, ſuch is the 
condition of humanity, ' 


LETTER 
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L. ET. T ER XXIX 


FxouLORD CLAIRVILLE, ro 
LADY- MIDDLE TON. 


 Boulogne-fur- Mer. Feb. 21 
My dear Myr tilla, - 


Tu agony of my mind, the fatigue” 
of my body, and the pain of my wound 
altogether oppreſs, and ſiſſk me ſo that 
[ can ſcarcely maſter ſtrengch to guide 
my pen; yet, as I Know your tender 
nature will be anxious to hear a full ac- 
count of my rencontre with the late un- 
happy Scudamore, I fit down to write 
to you, even in the teeth of a pe- 
e mandate, to the contrary, fron” 
my . 
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my ſurgkon.— On the unfortunate 
night af my diſhonour, I went to the Pan- 
theon, wrapped in a black domino, wich 
a mind. tortured with rage, ſuſpence, and 
jealouſy.— lt was not long ere I diſco- 
Jyered the unhappy Scudamore, and that 
guilty wanton, whom | cannot name with 
temper, in cloſe converſation, and 
watched them with the vigilance of an 
Argus.—[n the hurry and confuſion of 
the place I however loſt ſight of them; 
in vain did I ruſh thro' every room in 
ſearch of them, frantic and agorized— 
the perturbation of my mind roſe to diſ- 
traction my whole frame ſhook with 
tortures to which thoſe of damned ſpi- 
Tits are bliſs and tranſports the cold 
ſweat ſtood in beads on my forehead— 
my knees tottered under me, and in the 
anguiſh of my foul I curſed Scudamore, 
that abandoned Woman, my own exil- 
tence and the ill-ſtarred hour that gave me 

* bir th 3 
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birth, my ſtrength failed me—the room, 
ſeemed to turn round—the light danced 
before my eye my cars rung and had 
not run precipitately to the ſide- board 
and ſwallowed a large glaſs of champaigne 
L had inevitably fainted. A little re- 
cruited by this refreſhment I threw off 
my domino, flung myſelf into my car- 
riage and drove off inſtantly for Soho— 
on my enquiring below and deſcribing the 
perſons, I was convinced they were in 
the houſe ; and drawing my ſword, ran 
up ſtairs calling aloud upon the name of 
Scudamore—at- the firſt landing place 
I ſtruck my foot againſt the door, which 
flying open, diſcovered, oh, miſery un- 
ſpeakable! Scudamore and my wife, 
He inſtantly ſeized his ſword and ſtood 
on his defence Il attacked him with 
all the fury of a deſperate maniac, his 
temper was ſuperior to mine, his ſkill at 
leaſt equal and the combat was long and 

obſtinate, 
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obſtinate. At Jeng:h with one furious. 
allonge he paſſed his ford through my 
body up to the hilt.—I inſtantly ſeized 
the ſhel] with my left hand, and, being 
thus maſter ot his weapon, levelled mine. 
directly at his heart: puſhing with all the 
ſtrength remaining to me— I ran him 
through but miſſed my putpoſc— I drew 
it forth and preſſed it again thro'a ſecond 
place, and my wound and wrongs de- 
priving me of all humanity and indeed 
reaſon, I again drew it back and ran 
him through a third time — then, and 
not before, he ſank down at my feet ex- 
claiming faintly—* make your eſcape in- 
ſtantly, my Lord l am but a dead man, 
alas! my poor Eiiza !'—The fury that 
had hitherto tranſported me ſunk at 
once when I ſaw my enemy ſtretched, 
and ſwunming in his blood before my 
eyes, and I fell ſenſeleſs into a chair be- 


hind me. How long I remained in the 
ſwoon, 
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ſwoon, brought on by loſs of blood, and 
the unſpeakable anguiſh of my mind, I 
' know not; but on the recovery of my ſenſes 
I foand myſelf in bed in a ſtrange room, 
which I ſince learn was at an inn on the 
road to Dover I was removed by flow 
journies hnther.—My wound is {till in- 
tolerably painfu}, but I find my ſtrength 
return, tho' flowly—my peace of mind 
is gone for ever! 


CLAIRVILLE. 


184 b E L MON, T OAS T I. F. 
Nie fellowing leiter 19 Colonel Neville, 
not arriving till after the. death of 
| thai gentleman, was opened by his 
executors, 


LE T TEN XXX. 


Fzom: rng Hon, H. F. SCU DAMORE, 
10 Col. NEVILLE. 


Tuo o'clock, 
A dear Colinel, | 


Arr. is over—the fortune of Clair- 
ville has prevailed and your friend will 
ſoon be numbered with the dead !—my 
life ebbs apace, my pulſe ſinks, my eyes 
grow dim, and the cold damp dew of 
diſſolution hangs upon my forchead.— 
My poor Eliza too !—alas, how are all my 
fond hopes of felicity blaſted in the bud. 
When laſt I wrote to thee my heart 
beat high with expectation, and my 

| guilty 
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guilty imagination glowed with fancied 
raptures; but mark the end—the venge- 
ance of a wronged huſband has ſtretched 
me in early youth on the bed of death, 
from which I fear I never more ſhall riſe. 
But my decaying ſtrength will not allow 
me to be particular William has orders 


to communicate the whole to you 1n 
perſon. . 


bew 


4 * * * + * * 
— f — -— 


1 
l 


Four 6'chck, 


As I find myſelf going, and my 
wounds very painful, with a view to 
hereafter, as an opiate to conſcience, and 

: an 
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an anodyne to my bodily ailments, I 
have ſent William out for a good book 
called the New Spiritual Magazine or 
Evangelical Treaſury, and he reads in 
broken accents, as diſtmctly as his tears 
will permit, moſt comfortable paſlages 
abqurt the New Jeruſalem, heart-grace, 
heart-knowlege, faith, regeneration, 
juſtification, ſanctification, glorification, 
and other ſtrong cordials for fainting 
ſouls.—All which is. very affecting and 
I edify prodigiouſly—but I find myſelf 
grow too weak to proceed further at 
preſent my ſurgeon has allowed me 
little light nouriſhment, and I have or- 
dered a couple of beef kidnies, and ſome 
porter —adieu, I ſee they are ready. 


or YR YR oy wo Oo 


* 


Six o'c loc. 


I find myſelf ſufficiently refreſhed, 
tho' every moment filches away a little 
of my ſtrength, to addreſs a few words 
more to my Neville I have arranged 
all my temporal affairs, and added a 
codicil to my will, bequeathing a ſum 
for the endowment of an alms houſe, for 
twelve blind men, and twelve gouty 
women.—Oh my Eliza.!—poor, dear, 
ſuffering angel !—-but we ſhall meet 
again!—the ſhock of ſeeing her Scuda- 
more fall, has been J fear too great for 
her gentle ſpirit —Oh my love, my love, 
why muſt I leave you ?—but it will not 
be—my life is gone, and I have hardly 
ſtrength to bid my friend a laſt adieu. 
Oh, Neville, Neville, pity the agonies 
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of thy departing Scudamore—alas! alas! 
I am afraid to die—my ſoul ſhrinks 
with horror from the thought of diſſolu- 
tion—yet what remedy ?—I can no 
more - the cold hand of Death is on me— 
Adieu—adieu—for ever! 


H. F SCUDAMORE; 


LETTER 
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LETTER R XXXI. 


From Miss JULIANA BLANDF ORD, To 
LADY GEORGIANA SHIRLEY. 


Grofvenor- Square. 


Aras! my friend, how ſhall I deſcribe 

the comble of grief, miſery and diſtrac- 
tion in which this wretched family 1s 17 
plunged !-—how ſhall I bring my pen to " 10 
write the ſname which che late unhappy 
miſconduct of Lady Clairville, has brought 
on her dear, venerable parents the 
good Sir John, with deſ perãte hand, tears 
away from his hoary head the few grey 
treſſes which the iron hand of the great 
Wy deſtroyer, 


9, 
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deſtroyer, Time, had ſpared; Lady Fil- 
lamar fits like another Niobe in ſenſe- 
teſs, ſtony ſtupor !—while the guiity yet 
{till lovely authoreſs ofall this woe, raves in 
all the wildnels of frantic deſperation ! 


My Georgiana has doubtleſs heard 
how Lord Clairville ſurpriſed her with 
Mr. Scudamore, in a very improper houte 
in Svho-ſquare; a rencontre inftantly 
enſued, his Lordſhip: though deſperately 
wounded, was victorious, and the un- 
happy Scudamore fel!.—Her Ladyſhip 
who fainted inftantly on the entrauce of 
Lord Clairville, was carried home to her 
father's houſe, where ſhe has ever ſince 
remained; but the agitation of her ſpirits, 
the conſciouſneſs of her blaſted reputa» 
tion, the cenſure of the ſevere, the pity 
of tie good, and the laſt, ] fear not leaſt, 
the loſs of her gear Scudamore, have de- 
prived her fovereignty of reaſon, and 
ſhe now exhibits the moſt mou nul ſpec- 

tacle 
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tacle in exiſtence, che human mind. 
that maſter · piece of the deity ! that glo- 
rious pre: eminence of our nature! that 
beautiful and wonderful machine, alas! 
my friend ! unhinged, deranged, de- 
ſtroyed— My tears blind me ſo that l 
mult lay down my pen. 


_ - * 4 — = =y 


Three o'clock, 


THE. poor diſtracted mourner has 
juſt left me, but good Heavens, how 
diſtreſſed, how dejected.— she has 
not for an hour ſhe ſpent in my room, 
ſpoken one connected ſentence ; vet 
Mill 


* 
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ſtill the ſuperiority of her beauty ap- 
pears, lovely even in its ruins.—She en- 
tered the chamber with a hurried ſtep; 
her dreſs was of the whiteſt ſattin, her 
thick auburn treſſes, hung neglc&ed 
down and ſhaded her ivory forchead 
with a profuſion of native ringlets; ht 
face was pale; her eyes ſunk, yet beam- 
ing forth an unſteady vivacity which 
ſpoke but too plainly the ſtate of her 
mind; her figure is, even already, emaci- 
ated, and her voice hollow and feeble.— 
Hark! exclaimed the beauteous phan— 
tom, in accents ſcarcely mortal, Hark! 
Scudamore! my love! will you not 
ſhield me from the fury of my Lord ?— 
indeed he will be angry with me—very 
angry—where is my love? —do not 
hide him from his poor Eliza, do not— 
ſure he will come—oh, I had built him 
ſuch a cottage, and made it ſo fine with 
lillies and roſes, and trimmed the win- 

dows 
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dows with eglantine and creeping jeſa- 
mine, but my cruel Lord came and 
deftroyed it all—was it not unkind ?— 
Ah, who is there? and ſhe ſhrieked aloud. 
Say what? what bloody ſight is this ?— 
then looking piteouſly on the floor, ſee, 
ſee, how it flows in torrents—oh ſave 
me, ſave me, ſave me; and ſhe fell into 
the arms of her woman. For a ſhort 
time ſh2 remained inſenſible, but ſoon 
waked again to life and miſery; no, 
the cred, not yet—not yet!—pray, pray 
take care—tread ſoftly, and do not 
awake him my poor love is ill, and yet 
how charming he looks!—Ah, Scu- 
damore, how could you leave me ſo un- 
kindly ?—you do not love I fear, elſe 
ſure you would not break the heart of 
your poor Eliza that doats on you 


bs . on . by 
alas, my life, why do you look fo 


pale ?—ure you are 1ll—I am not well 
mylcli=ny heart is heayy !—my poor 


K heart 
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heart too is ſtrangely diiordered ; and 
ſhe put both her ſnowy hands to het 
forehead and remained a few moments 
ſilent ; then ſtarting from her reverie, 
bring me to my father, fhe cried, I am 
innocent. Indeed I am—let him not 
believe my Lord, my cruel Lord !—he 
ſays I have wronged him—ſure my 
father will not hate me too— e will not 
reject his child, nor caſt her off to mi- 
ſery and ruin! —0oh, my heart, my 
poor heart! and ſhe ſighed as if her 
boſom were burſting. A profuſe ſhower 
of tears came to her relief which] hoped 
would in ſome degree calm the tempeſt 
in her ſoul ; but alas, her reaſon is gone [ 
fear, irrecoverably.— She ſtill continued 
to look round her with the ſame wild- 
neſs, and raved with the ſame incohe- 
rence, 


"0-40-42 


Monday, 
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Monday, two o'clock. 


ALAS! my friend, the event I feared 
has come to paſs the yourhful, the beau- 
teous, the elegant Lady Clairville is no 
more!—the working of her mind was 
too powerful for the delicate machine 
which contained it, and thus has ſhe 
fallen an early ſacrifice to the ſenſibility 
of her heart, and the acuteneſs ot her 
feelings. I will ſpare my friend a de- 
ſeription, to which I feel myſelf unequal, of 
her parting moments—her wild inſanity 
continued to the inſtant of her diſſolution, 
and her laſt breath was ſpent in calling 
on the name of Scudamore, 


Oh, may our ſex by her fate be warn- 
ed againſt the inſiduous arts of the vile 
K 2 deceiver 
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deceiver - nman, that deſtroyer of our han- 
pineſs, who with ſpecious guiſe and fair 
exterior, lures us to our fall, then 
throws us like a worthleſs weed away, 


« Baſe man the ruin of our ſex was born, 

© The beauteous are his prey, the reſt his ſcorn; 
Alike unfortunate our fate is ſuch, 

Me pleaſe too little, or we pleaſe too much. 


JULIANA BLANDFORD. 


LETTER 
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From LADY MYRTILLA MIDDLE. 
TON, ro LORD CLAIRVILLE. 


On, tyrant, monſter !—give me back 


| 
my Scudamore!—What ?— I love thee? | j 
Dolt, aſs, blockhead, ideot!—doſt thou 15 
imagine any woman could be enamoured by! 


of ſuch a wretched thing as thou art 
—Give me my Scudamore—you have | ( 
murdered him thy baſe heart would 
have trembled to have met him fairly in. 1 
the field - reſtore him, monſter, to theſe N 
longing arms — Why did my jealouſy 9 

prompt 
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prompt me to betray to a cuckold, 
horned monſter my life, my love, my 
Scudamore—thou wert too baſe a rival, 
even to alarm my beloved—confuſton 
and plague light on thee—my memory 
ſades-—but ſtill—that I could admit 
Clairville that hated villain to theſe arms, 
hangs on—wounds my recolleCtion,— 
Hark !—did you not hear a noiſe? It is 
the voice of my Scudamore—Sece | yon- 
der, how he ſtalks—his hair of an end, 
bloody, disfigured, pale, pale, pale 
See, he points to his wounds—ſhakes his 
goary locks at the murdering Clairville, 
and glares with livid eye-balls on the 
guilty Myriilla—my blood freezes—l 
faint—I faint—l faint!—Oh, Oh, Oh, 
On 12 * * * cv * 


= o * * * * 


What ſhriek was that? — Was it an 
. ow] or a Canary-bird?-—Hark !—it was 
the ghoſt of Scudamore.—1 come—1l 

come! 


„ 
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come! — What, again Oh, don't 


fhrick ſo, my love !—that bleak moun- 


tain is too cold for thee to reſt on— 
don't ſhriek ſo—and Ill warm thee in 
my boſom— now, now I claſp thee— 
cloſer, cloſer ſtill; avaunt, avaun !— 
thou art the murthering Clairville; thy 
hand is red with the blood of my Scuda- 
more ; wipe it in my heart; no, mur- 
derer ; the black curtains of hell will 
ſerve thee for a napkin; what ſhall be 
done to her who betrayed her love ?— 
Send hither my charmer—drag bim hi- 
ther by a cobweb;. his betrayer ſhall 


kiſs his poor wounded boſom; and draw 


the ſword of murder from his heart. 
What bloody fingers are thoſe?—Let 
me untwiſt them from the hair of my 
beloved—--haik, bark!—a ſhrick--—2 
ihriek again !—-murdering monſter, 
black, cruel ruffian !—Smell this bou- 
quet; do, pray my Lord, ſineli it lt is 

a noſegay 
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a noſegay of the ſweet nightſhade I have 
made for my beloved.—Oh, my poor 
heart breaks ;—-murthering, inhuman 
Clairviile! confuſion ſeize on you, my- 
ſelf, and all the world. —Yonder's a 
precipice; I ſee my charmer at the 
bottom. I come — I come! *tis but a 
jump; and my beloved ſhall catch me 


in his arms.— 0 75 * 
=y » "Y * * + 
* * * 


* * 


LETTER 
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Fen: LORD MORTIMER; To 
JOHN EVEL VN. ESG 


Lg 


Belmont- Caſtie. 


The cup of miſery is full, and thou. 
yes, thou my Evelyn, muſt taſte of the 
bitter draught, Thy friend Balville, 
and, oh my burſting heart —Georgiana, 


both, my Evelyn, both are numbered 


with the dead.—When I look back my 
friend, to no very diſtant period, when J 
review thoſe ſcenes of joy which my 
buoyant imagination had painted, an4 
when I conſider the ſad reverſe—when 
I behold 
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1 behold a much loved ſiſter torn from 
our fond embrace—a venerable father 
weighed down with ſorrow to the grave— 
a noble youth, whoſe irtues would have 
been an ornament to any ſtation, cut off 
by the iron hand of deſpair, and all, all 
in the ſpace of alittle month! Ob, Eve- 
yn, doſt thou not wonder at my philo- 
ſophy— tis that alone, *tis the confi- 
dence in an All wiſe Being, 'tis the duty 
which I acknowledge of ſupporting an 
aged father, and a ſolitary grief-worn 
ſiſter, theſe conſiderations thete only 
can uphold me. 


t . SV. 


Nature muſt have her courſe, 1 was 
forced to give a few moments to grief, 
In the briefeſt manner poſſible will I 
unfold to you the fatal cataſtrophe, as 


I would ſpare you every needleſs affliCtt- 
on. 


on. After the efforts of the phy ſi- 
cians had reſtored my darling Georgiana 
to a ſtate of calmneſs, we entertained 
hopes, alas, i- founded hopes, of her re- 
covery ; undes this deluſion we formed 
deceitful ſchemes of our future happineſs. 
The ili-fated Belville entertained too 
noble ſenuments of Georgiana to be al- 
fected by what was paſt; her mind he 
knew was the mind of an angel-—all 
was fixed and the moment of her reco- 
very was to unite them in indiſſoluble 
bonds. I undertook to ir form our Geor- 


giana of thoſe intentions, and having- 
taken every proper precaution, I told her 
cur deſign, —She was railed in her bed. 


by pillows, clad in white pure- as her 
mind, and twelve yards of muſlin ſhaded 
her pale wan face- With angelic calm- 


nels did ſhe. hear me, and her reply 


which was rather divine than human, is 
imprinted in indelible characters on my 
heart, 


BELMONT CAS T LE. 203 


— — — — 
— — Pc 
— 


= 
Pon 
— — 1 * 4 
> — 2 = — * — 3 m 
rey = . 2 * — — * - 
—— & e * = 
- * — _ «4 * — 
* — = * - - » — 
2 — 2 
— — w» - py 2 - _ . — 
= a Tv — — — - — — — 
— * 7 — — <—- — m 


* 4 P — 


204 BELMONT CAS TL E. 


heart. * Your manly ſenſe, my Edward, 
Will let me ſpeak the melancholy truth 
to you with greater freedom than I could 
to the other members of the family, 
Don't amuſe yourſelf with decenful 
hopes. It is impoſſible I ſhould recover, 
Already do I feel the cold hand of death 
upon me. — Oh, Evelyn, gueſs my ſenſa- 
tions! the lightning from heaven could 
not have ſtruck ſuch horror in my ſoul. 
The angelic girl perceived my feelings; 
« Oh my Edward, let me conjure you by 
every thing ſacred, to ſupport a manly for- 
titude—conlider the duty that is now im- 


poſed on you; my father, my Cecilia, 


my Belville, all will look up to you for 
comfort. I know the ardency of your 
affection, you have always been the 
fondeſt of brothers—l know the pangs 
you will feel. But, my Edward, let that 
fortitude which you always poſſeſſed ſup- 
port you; exert yourſelf to quell that 

| ſtorm 
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ſtorm of afff ction which I fear is ready 
to burſt on you.” The grief and Horror 
that oppreſſed me, did not allow me to 
interrupt her. I have much to ſay to 
you, my Edward—l know the goodneſs 
of your heart, I know your kindneſs for 
the ill-fated Belville continue it to him, 
my brother, tell him his Georgiana loved 
him to the laſt, and tell him as he re- 
gards my memory, I command him to 
avoid all extremity of grief. There is 
ſtill ſomething near my heart—oh 'tis 
my Juliana; thou knoweſt not, my Ed- 
ward, half the worth of that amiable girl; 
thy increaſing fondneſs for her is one of 
my greateſt conſolations. Our fond father! 
know will conſent to your union, and [ 
deſire this event may be no delay to its 
completion. I fear dread the feelings of 
that too ſenſible girl—aſſuage her grief, 
my Edward, and call in the aid of phi- 
loſophy and religion to moderate her 
traniports, 


F 
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tranſports. Here the fatigue of her ex- 
ertions overcame my angel—and fhe 
fell into a fainting fit. She recover:d 
by degrees, when the phyfician calling 
me aſide, told me he thought it uſeleis 
any longer to delay the fatal truth—that 
her life was ebbing apace, and that a 
few hours would rob us of our Georgi: 
ang—\he therefore adviſed me to com- 
municate the fatal intelligence to the fa- 
mily. I buried from. the room and 
flew to the garden. to give vent.to my 
tranſports, and prepare for the diretul 
office; when I had gathered ſome reſolu- 
tion I] returned to the parlour, where the 
whole family was collected their coun- 
tenances «xprefied the eagereſt impati- 


- tience, but ſoon did they gather from mine 


the fatal intelligence ; over this ſcene... 
Evelyn, I muſt draw a veil—the bare re- 
collection of it harrows up my ſfou!—aut 


think—picture to thyſelf my ſituation, 


endeavouring 
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endeavouring to ſtnother my feelings, 
and to calm the rage of their aſflition— 
with wonder, with afloniſhment do I look 
back on my fortitude, under a trial the 
bare idea of which makes my brain grow 
giddy. 


For two hours did an awful ſilence pre- 
vail, when a meſſage from Georgiana 
ſummoned us to her apartment —but 
here too, my Evelyn, muſt I be ſilent; the 
pangs of that laſt, parting ſcene, are too 
dreadful to be related. - With the moſt 
angelic compoſure did the dying Georgi— 
ana addreſs us, and after bidding a 
laſt farewell to each of us in particular, 
conjuring us to reſtrain our grief, and ſoli- 
citing her father's bleſſing, ſhe called me 
to her, and deſired me to endeavour to 


bring them away, as their lamentations. 


would quite unfit her for the awful mo- 
ment which ſhe perceived was approach- 
ing. 
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ing. But I muſt ſtop my Evelyn, my 
forrow muſt have vent. 


* * * * * * * 


IN a few moments after my return 
my Georgiana died in my arms.—Uh, 
God! how haſt thou viſited us! Over- 
come by horror and the violence of my 
exertions to ſmother my feelings 
fainted away, and for forty minutes did! 
remain 1n that ſenſeleſs condition ; but 
the ſhricks of woe ſoon aſſailed my ears. 
Vain were all my efforts, their tranſports 
were too violent to be reſtrained. The un- 
happy Belville alone difplayed a calm- 
neſs that gave me hopes, alas deceitful 
hopes. Evelyn]! thou haſt loſt thy friend; 
the encloſed letter which we found on 
his table will tel! thee too much—and 


ſpare me the pang of relating the horrid 
particulars. 


In 
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In a few days I ſhall write to you 


again—at preſent my heart is too full. 
Would to heaven that you were here to 


aſſuage the violence of our grief and 
give ſome conſolation to 


Thy afflicted, 


MORTIMER. 


OH, Eveiyn! the bell tolls for Geor- 
giana and Belville; the hearſes come 
nodding onwards---the ſable. miniſters of 
death approach, and ſoon !—in a litle 
hour, will the cold earth receive them. 


LETTER 
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[ Enclofed in the foregoing.] 


LETTER. XXXIV. 


Fxou MONTAGUE BELVILLE, Ese, 
Ta, JOHN EVELYN, Es a. 


Dean: Evelyn, to be nailed up in 
a. coffin, of wood, lead, or perhaps, cold, 
cold lone; ſnut up in a pit fo dark, fo 
damp, to deep, ſo chilling cold]! I had a 
friend, a cherubim; her voice was ſoft 
as the zephyr; her eye was as the dew 
of che morning; ſhe died of a broken 
heart; I followed her to the door of the 
vault, when the light of the tapers grew 
more and more diſmal ; when the ſcxton 
| | had 
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had gone off; when the ſhrieks of the 
mourners ſounded fainter and fainter on 


mine ear; when, at laſt, it died away; 
I threw myſelf on the damp, cold earth, 
my heart was ſmitten, rent, grieved, 
broken, torn, pierced, diſtracted; but I 
neither knew what I was, nor what, alas! 
I might be. Death! vault! grave! I 
underſtand not the words! what are they 
my Evelyn? | 


Oh! my Georgiana, do you recollect 
the ſteel pin you ſent me by Laura, when 
at church; you could neither ipeak to 
me, nor hold out your hand for the 
crowd? Half the night was I on my 
knees before that pin; it was the dear 
pledge of affection. The world itſelf, 
the great globe ſhall paſs away, and 
time ſhall be extinguiſhed; but eternity 
cannot efface the 7preion which that 


pin 
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pin made upon my ſoul. But why do! 
addreſs my beloved? She is dead, cold, 
cold; no more ſhall theſe artns encircle 
her waiſt, or theſe lips tremble upon 
her's. Forgive, forgive! Oh, Evelyn; 
forgive me, forgive me! Yet, ſhe ſtill 
is mine; Georgiana is mine for ever; 
no, my Georgiana, we ſhall not be. an- 
nihilated; yes, my Georgiana, from this 
moment, you are mine. I fly to meet 
you; we ſhall ſee one another again; 
we ſhall ſee Neville in torments. We 
ſhall ſee your mother—I ſhall ſee her 
ll engage! ſhall find her out, and I ſhall 
not be afraid to ſhew her my heart; 
your mother, your image! 


I have ſent, Evelyn, to borrow the blun- 
derbuſs which hangs over the chimney- 
piece in the great · hall, for a journey; 1 


8⁰ 
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go to diſcharge my debts, and pack up 


my trunk. What, if the d—d ſhoe« 
maker ſhould not bring his bill! Adieu. 
* * 3 — ® 
V * * * * 


Paſt Eleven o Clock, 


I Have ordered my fire to be made 
up, and a pint of wine to be brought me. 
I thank thee, Heaven! that thou granteſt 
me warmth in my laſt moments. 


I draw near to the window, my friend, | 
and through clouds which are driven 
rapidly along, I ſpy ſome ſtars; heavenly 
bodies! you ſhan't fall.—!l have alſo ſeen 
the greater bear, favourite of all the 
conſtellations, ſince it recalls your image 
to my view. 


I beg 
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I beg you will protect my remains—at 
the far corner of the church-yard there 
are two willows it is there I wiſh to 
reſt; but, perhaps, good Chriſtians will 
not chuſe that their bodies ſhould be in- 
terred near the corpſe of an unhappy mi- 
ſerable wretch like me. Ah! let me 
then be buried in Elwood-farm, in ſome 
ſequeſtered valley, or by the fide of a 
purling ſtream, where the enamoured 
youth and love-lorn maiden may pour 
out their ſouls in plaintive tenderneſs, 
and bedew, with the ſoft tear of ſympa- 
thy, the green ſorrel that covers my 
grave.—Evelyn, I do not now ſhudder 
that I hold in my hand the blunderbuſs, 
the fatal inſtrument of death, 
= 0 * * Li * * 
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Half 
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Half paſt Eleven. 


IHave put in the powder, yet, ſtill do 
I not draw back—1 wiſh to be buried in 
the clothes I now wear—Georgiana has 
touched 'them, and they are ſacred.— 
I have on me an orange coat, with a 
blue cape and mother of pearl buttons— 
a waiſtcoat of pea-green ſattin—and 
breeches of purple velvet—my pockets 
are not to be ſearched—the ſteel pin 
muſt be buried with mel have ſtuck 


it in my waiſtcoat next my heart. 
T 


— = — — — — 


Three 
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Three quarters paſt ele ven. 


I Have put in two ſlugs. —Will they 
hurt me, my Evelyn? The clock 
ſtrikes twelve the blunderbuſs is 
cocked I go, Georgiana! Gcorgi- 
ana!—Evelyn, Evelyn — Farewell, fare- 


well, farewell, farewell! for ever— 
Oh! Oh!.— 


LETTER 
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. 


Fou LORD MOK TIMER, To I OHN 
EVEL YN, Es. 


Belmont-Cafite, 
THIS is, indeed, the houſe of mourn- 
ing.—Oh, Evelyn, thy creative fancy 
would, in vain, attempt to picture ſuch a 
ſcene of woe; the orm of affliction, 
indeed, is paſt, but a ſtill and gloomy 
horror, a tranquility more dreadful than 
the moſt outrageous whirl-wind of paſ- 
ſion, hath fucceeded. That feſtive board, 
where mirth and gladneſs once preſided, 


how changed! how ſaddened ! 
L. To 
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To add, if it were - poſſible to add, to 
our furrows——Sir John and Lad y Fil- 
lamer, wich their lovely Juliana, arrived 
here on Tueſda y- you knew the afflie- 
tions of this amiable family and you 
know, my friend, the enthuſiaſm of af- 
tectioa which united the hearts of my 
lamented ſiſter, and Juliana, —There is 
a luxury in grief, and in its moſt ex- 
quiſite ſtate do we enjoy it.— The 
delicate ſenſibility of my Juliana, for 
ſuch do Ihope to call her, is moſt feeling- 
ly alive tothe woes of a brother, lament- 
ing the ſiſter of his affection. Doubly, 
trebly, is my heart united by this mourn- 
ful event. My noble father, ſoftened by 
_ affliction, relaxing ſrom the pride of fa- 
mily diſtinction, perceives and feels the 
excellence of that angelic maid.— Sir 
John, left childleſs and forlorn, bas 
adopted her as his daughter, and tettled 
on her his whole fortune, —With a win- 


ing 
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ing frankneſs does ſhe confeſs her love: 
«Yes, my Mortimer,” did ſhe ſay, whilſt 
a crimſon bluih overſpread the lilies of 
her face—* Iwill tell you I love my 
% Mortimer, and. moſt ſolemnly do l 
« promiſe that no human power ſhall 
„alter my affection.“ It was late in 
the evening, the moon ſhone bright, the 
leafy trees ſpread an awful, gloomy 
ſnade, and not a breeze diſturbed the 
ſolemn ſtillneſs; ſhe reclined on my 
arm, as we walked through the avenue 
of elms.— Hear me, bright moon!“ 
I cried, as I threw myſelf on my right 
knee——* whilſt by thee, and yon 
« twinkling ſtars, I ſwear to love, to 
* adcre the goodneſs of my Juliana : — 
* angelic excellence! —How ſhall I re- 
pay thee? How ſhall 1 deſerve 
« ſuch worth? — And wilt thou, then, 
„ my Juliana —wilt thou, one day, 
„be mine?—Day of rapture! day 
of extatic bliſs!—Crown my happi- 
L 2 % neſs, 
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« neſs, angelic as thou art—name 
© the propitious day, and complete the 
„e bliſs of thy Mortimer.” —* No, my 
„Lord,“ —ſhe cried, —** reflect but for 
« a moment, and you will ſez the im- 
„ propriety of your requeſt,” - Can Ju- 
hana=, , £ 


The guſhing tears here ſtopped her 
utterance, —I felt her meaning. — 
« Angelic girl,” I cried, * thy ſenſibility 
« unmans mel yield to thy juſt ad- 
© vice —The memory of our Georgi- 


« ana ſhall be reſpected.” 


Oh, Evelyn! felicitate me on. my 
proſpets—ſhe will be mine.—5Six ſad 
months though, are to be devoted to 
the revered memory of the lamented 
Georgiana; and then, then, my Evelyn, 
ſhall I be raiſed to the pinnacle of human 
happineſs. | 

Sir James by his unaffected ſympathy 


in our afflictions, has completely won the 
heart 
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heart of the lively Cecilia—his native 
good ſenſe too, is beginning to conquer 
that exceſſive foppery which once made 
him fo ridiculous, though there is ſtill 
enough of it to excite our mirth :—du- 
ring the time of mourning he has di- 
played a ſingularity which to an mndif- 
ferent ſpectator would appear rather 
laughable, tho' in our ſituation its abſur- 
dity paſſed unnoticed he has be- 


come all at once extremely religious. 


—He attends Chapel, regularly, every 
morning and evening, and he has com- 
poſed two or three ſermons winch he 


read to us in the great hall ſo pleaſed. 


was he with his performances, that he 


entertained ſerious thoughts of going 


into the church, where his talents for 
preaching, he thinks, would ſoon raiſe 
him to the higheſt ſtation and TI verily 
believe that he would have poſted off to 
the biſhop of — , who, you.Know, lives 


L 2 in 
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in our neighbourhood, to requeſt he 
would ordain him, if I had not with 
great difficulty diſſuaded bim.—My fa- 
ther has conſented-to his union with Ce— 
Cilia, and it is to take place at the ſame 
time with ours—ſhe is to have a fortune 
of 60,000/.—My eſtabliſhment is al- 
ready fixed; my father, who is deter- 
mined to lead a very retired life, gives 
me the Portland-place houſe, together 
with Sherwood-hall and 1 2000/, a year. 
Sir John Fillamer, notwithſtanding my 
moſt earneſt remonſtrances, inſiſts on 
giving Juliana 20,000/. and ſettling his 
whole eſtate upon hes after his deceale. 


Theſe proſpects ſerve in ſome meaſure 
to diſſipate our grief, but long mult it be, 
my Evelyn, before it can paſs away.— 
The form of my much loved Georgiana, 
her charms, her virtues, her ſufferings, 


the unhappy end of Belville; all, Evelyn, 
are 
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are ſtill preſent to our view their graves 
are ſtill watered by our teats! the wounds 
inflicted by their untimely end, ſtill 
bleed, and from time alone, that grand 
healer of human ills, are we to hope for 
relief, —My father, Sir John, and Lady 
Filamer—Sir James — Cecilia my Ju- 
liana ;—all ſolicit your company is any 
other incentive neceſſary ?—if there is 
your preſence is moſt ardently wiſhed 
for by 
Your faithful 


MORTIMER. 
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works of nature, by Dr. Perci- 
val, of Mancheſter, — — 33 
16 The Muſes Pocket Companion, 
a collection of poems, by the 
moſt eminent modern authors, 4 4 
17 Lord Petre's letter to the B ſhop 
of St, David's. — — 1 
18 Inquiry into the moral and po- 
litical tendency of the Religion 
called Roman Catholic, — 1 1 
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19 Obſervations-on the vindicati- 
on of the Whig Club, to which are 
ſubjoined the ſpeech of the Lord 
Chancellor, as it appeared in the 
newſpapers, the vindication of 
the Whig Club, and a letter ſigned 
Truth, which appeared in Faulk- 
ner's Journal, — — 


5. 


1 


20 A picture of England, contain- 


ing a deſcription of the laws, 
cuſtoms and manners of Engiand, 
interſperſed with curious and 
intereſting anecdotes of—Preſent 
King of Denmark—Prince of 
Wales—Late E. M. Thereſa— 
Louis XV.—Duke de Choiſeul— 


Late D. of Bedford—Dut. Dow. 


Bedford D. Northumberland 
Dut. of Devonſhire Lord Bute-- 


Lord North Lord Mansfield 
Mr. Fox Mr. Pitt Lord Sand- 


wich— Admiral Keppel Gene- 


ral Smith Lord (Camden Lord 


' Thurlow—Lord Kenyon D. of 
Bridgewater 


d. 


— 
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Bridgewater—Lord Chathem 
Lord Sackville=General Bur- 
goyne Mr. Luttrell— Mr, 
Wilkes, and ſeveral other Alder- 
men—Mr. Burke—Mr. Horne 
Tooke—Late Lord Clive Mr. 
Gibbon Mrs. Abbington Mr. 
Wedgewood— Chevalier D' Eon, 
Lord Stormont Mr. Villette — 
General Ganſell Late Mr. Gar- 
rick Mr. Foote Mrs. Corne- 
lys—Mrs. Siddons Barry 
Woodward - Weſton— Hender- 
ſon Palmer Kelly -& c. by 
Mr. D'Archenholz, formerly a 


Captain in the ſervice of the King 


of Pruſſia, tranſlated from the 
French, —_ — — — 


Dramatiſt, a play — — 
Battle of Hexham — — 
Adventurers — — — — 


8.3 
Gh. 


1. 


Gh. 


1, 
h. 
h. 


